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CHAPTER L 

A HESS DINNEB. 

OUR scene is laid in the camp of Erasno^-S^lo, 
a few kilometres from St. Petersburg. 
The mess dinner was jast over ; the young offi- 
cers on that occasion had celebrated the birthday 
of one of them, and the assembly was in that 
happy frame of mind which is sure to succeed a 
good dinner. 

A last bottle of champagne was put in circula- 
tion. The mess tent was raised on one side, 
letting in the level rays of the setting June sun. 
It was about nine in the evening, and the dust 
that had been raised all day by the horses and 
infantry, still hovered about the camp like a golden 
nimbus. 

6 
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Toward the small summer theatre, where the 
young men sought some alleyiation in their mili- 
tary exile, rolled numerous carriages bearing the 
married officers with their wives. In the single 
droslns^ about the width of a sword-blade, were 
perched \he junior officers, sometimes carrying one 
of their comrades on their knees, because they 
had no seats to ofifer. These light carriages 
whirled on and deposited their burden at the 
doors of the theatre. The carriages passed gayly 
to and fro, but thb officers watched them unmoved, 
for they had decided to finish the evening at the 
dinner-table. Indeed, where could they be more 
at their ease, or more luxurious in their surround- 
ings ? China vases filled with masses of flowers, 
huge crystal bowls heaped with fruit, while gayly 
decorated drums were filled with bonbons and 
every imaginable sweet thing, for all youths of 
eighteen — even officers — are like babies in their 
passion for dainties. Rich evergreens screened 
the stakes that held the tent in place. In short, 
these young men, many of whom were millionaires, 
sought to make of their camp-life an echo of their 
city luxuries, and they had certainly succeeded. 
Besides, when a dinner cost each of them two 
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handred francs, one may venture to suppose that 
they at least dined comfortably. . 

Where can one better be than in the bosom of 
his family ? " lazily drawled the hero of the fete, 
as he threw himself back in his chair after cigars 
and coffee were placed on the table. 

"You are my family," he continued ; "my sum- 
m^ family, be it understood, my dear friends, for 
at other seasons I have still another I and he 
laughed that contented laugh which indicates that 
the speaker has uttered what he believes to be 
an excellent joke. 

His friends consequently gratified him by an 
explosion of merriment. 

" I have a family even for each season of the 
year,** resumed Pierre Monrief, gayly. "I have a 
family in St. Petersburg for the winter ; my family 
at Kazan for the hunting season, or autumn I 
should say; and my family at Ladoga for the 
spring — " 

" The season of nests and love-making,*' inter- 
rupted one of the junior officers who had taken 
a glass too much. 

The Colonel, who had assisted at the dinner, for 
his relations with these j'ouths were of the most 
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cordial description, now judged it time to retire, 
and pushed back his chair. The older officers, four 
or five, imitated his example. 

"Are you going oflF, Colonel?" cried Pierre, 
leaning with both elbows on the table. " This is a 
base desertion, sir, a flight in the face of the 
enemy. More punch I he called, in Russ, to the 
soldiers who were waiting upon the table. " The 
enemy advances in full force on the Colonel, who 
will never dare to abandon his men and his flag I 

"I have a business engagement,'' said the 
Colonel, with a smile, " and must beg to be excused. 
It is a matter of great importance,'' he added, so 
seriously that Pierre ventured on no further re- 
monstrance. 

The Colonel went off with a hearty "Grood 
night I " leaving none but kindly thoughts behind 
him. 

"What a jolly old buffer that isl" said a lieu- 
tenant, " he goes just at the time when we shall 
most regret his departure." 

"He is a man of sense as well as of wit,'^ 
answered a captain, whose handsome face indi- 
cated some twenty-five years, and who was 
decorated with the cross of St. George. "He 
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saw that Pierre was about to say some very foolish 
things, and as he did not wish to be any restraint 
on this festive occasion, he — 

" Foolish things I " interrupted Pierre. ** I utter 
foolish things! Indeed, you do not know me," 
he continued with the greatest gravity. 

The whole table shouted with laughter. 
Foolish indeed I Is it folly to have a family 
for each season of the year? Is it not the best 
way to secure the means of never living alone ? 
Does not the Scripture say that it is not good for 
man to live alone ? " 

"Had you not better get up on the table?" 
shouted one of his guests. " Let us have a ser- 
mon I " cried another. 

"No, I object," said Pierre, shaking his head 
solemnly^ ; " I might put my feet in the punch- 
bowl." 

The punch arrived, flaming and formidable, in 
an enormous silver bowl engraved with the regi- 
mental arms ; small cups of the same metal, simi- 
larly marked, replaced the glasses, and were 
arranged in symmetrical order. 

Pierre took up the huge ladle and began to 
stir the flaming liquid* 
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Your winter family," said an officer, is easily 
enough understood ; your hunting fiamily is by no 
means amiss; but what the deuce is your spring 
family?" 

How is it possible for one to ask such a simple 
question ? answered Pierre, in a tone of vast 
superiority. 

" Well, tell us then 1 " urged another. 

Why, I make love to them," returned the 
youth triumphantly ; ^ that family is all women I " 
A shout of boisterous laughter ran round the 
tent. Pierre Monrief could no longer preserve 
his gravity. 

On about eight square versts of ground," he 
began, I have nineteen girl cousins. There are 
five in the house on the left of the road, three in 
the house on the right, three versts further on ; 
seven on the river, and four on the lake : total, 
nineteen. And you ask me of what use is my 
spring family I " He shrugged his shoulders and 
applied himself assiduously to making the punch 
blaze. 

" To which of these do you make love ? " asked 
his right-hand neighbor. 

"To all," replied Pierre, with the air of a 
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conquering hero. He reflected for a moment and 
resumed : " No^ I tiever made love to the oldest 
because she is thirty-seven, nor to the youngest 
because she is only eighteen months old ; but to 
all the others between these two ages." 

**0h, if you count babies I" said the last 
speaker, disdainfully. 

Babies I Let me inform you, sir, that there 
is no greater coquette than a little girl of twelve ; 
she is ignorant of the maxim, ^ Feign a virtue 
if you have it not;' and frankly pulls you by 
the sleeve and says, ^Say something pretty to 
me, cousin ; pay me a compliment ! ' " 

That is true ! " cried those at the mess-table 
who sat nearest the punch-bowl. 

But have you had no success with any one of 
these cousins?'' said the officer who wore the 
cross of St. George, leaning toward him. 

"Success? Well, I don't know," answered 
Pierre, thoughtfully. After a moment's reflec- 
tion he burst into a laugh, as he cried : 

"Yes, to be sure I succeeded! for I ran away 
with one." 

" Ran away with her ? " 

" Impossible I " 
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"How did you do it?" 
And what has become of her ? " 

" What do you think ? " returned Pierre, in a 
resigned tone. 

A thousand suppositions were hazarded in this 
atmosphere of alcohol and tobacco smoke. Captain 
Sourof alone was very serious. 

When did you have this worthy adventure ? " 
he asked of Pierre. 

** About six weeks ago, during my last leave — 

" And never told us of it I Kept it a mystery ! 
Concealed it from us I " shouted the young fellows 
in chorus. 

" Do you wish to hear the whole story asked 
Pierre Monrief, laying down the punch-ladle. 

The blue flames on the punch-bowl flickered 
luridly, and candles were lighted, although it was 
still light. 

"To be sure we do," answered his comrades 
with one voice. 

Sourof looked far from pleased. 

♦* Pierre," he said in a low voice, " take care 
what you do. Say nothing that you will regret 
in the morning, or in a calmer moment." 

♦* My dear Count," answered Pierre with great 
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solemnity, " be easy in your mind ; I will promise 
you to utter not one word that can offend those 
chaste ears of yours." 

The Count looked vexed. 

** Now then,'* said Pierre, putting his hand on 
the Captain's arm, " I give you leave to stop me 
when you think me going too far.'* 

" We bar that," cried a youth ; " you promised 
to tell us the whole story, and the Count will 
prevent you I '* 

"Not at all," replied Pierre, slyly; "he will, 
on the contrary, beg me to continue* Attention I 
I am about to begin." 

The punch circulated around the table ; cigars, 
Turkish cigarettes, and paquitos were lighted, and 
Pierre began his recital. 
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CHAPTER n. 

CATEBPILLAB8. 

I WILL not confide to you in which house re- 
sided the cousin with whom I eloped; nor 
will I tell you how many sisters she had ; for that 
would put you on the track, and I prefer that 
these nineteen graces, or muses, whichever you 
prefer to call them, shall not be known. I will 
only tell you that my cousin Palmyre — • 

Palmyre is not a Russian name I " cried one 
voice. 

Let us call her Clementine, then." 
"That is no better." 

"What does the name matter?" answered 
Pierre; "one is as good as another, since you are 
not to have the real one. My cousin Clementine 
was just seventeen, and was the worst brouglit-up 
girl in a family where all have been most badly 
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managed. The cause of this is singular enough. 
M}' Aunt Eudoxie — Now be quiet with your 
objections ; it is not her real name, I grant you. 
My aunt's first child was a frightfully ugly girl. 
Miserable at the thought of such an unattractive 
flower blooming at her fireside, she determined to 
decorate her with every virtue that could adorn 
a woman. But my Aunt Prascovie — 

Eudoxie 1 " interrupted the determined Count. 
" Virginie I " resumed Monrief, quite undis- 
turbed. " My Aunt Virginie has unfortunately a 
heavy hand. When she salts her pickles, she puts 
in too much; when she makes her sweetmeats, she 
leaves out half the sugar. This time she treated 
her daughter like the cucumbers, but with the 
difference that it was of sugar that she put in too 
much. In short, to speak clearly, she had so well 
brought up her eldest girl, had cultivated in her 
so many virtues and perfections, that the dear 
creature became absolutely intolerable. Her Chris- 
tian sweetness was more displeasing than vinegar 
in sweetmeats. Forgive me these culinary com- 
parisons, my good friends. But if you only knew 
what importance was attached to conserves by my 
Aunt Palch^iie I As my eldest cousin was so per- 



Digitized by Google 



16 



DOSIA. 



feet, my aunt, in despair, declared that her second 
child should have a totally different system of 
education. One daughter after another was sent 
from Heaven to my Aunt Antonia, and I assure 
you that there are some droll ones among them." 

^ May a man see them ? " asked an officer. 

** Not you, my modest friend." 

" Not for love ? " asked another. 

" Nor for money ? " said a third. 

"Not even gratis," resumed Pierre. " Now, 
my cousin Clementine was worse than all the 
others, — simply outrageous, I assure you. But 
here — I can give you some idea of her conduct by 
just one anecdote, or rather by citing to you an 
incident of almost daily occurrence ; and from 
this you can form a very clear estimate of the 
girl's general performances. When she is offered 
at the table any little side dish which she particu- 
larly fancies, she insists on every one being served 
first ; then, when the servant brings it to her again, 
she touches her pink finger to ther tip of her little 
velvet tongue, and draws a line around the dibh 
with her dainty finger. * Now,' she says, * no one 
of course will want any more, and the rest is all 
for mel'" 
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Oh, oh I " cried the audience, somewhat scan- 
dalized. 

And she eats it all with the greatest enjoy- 
ment and tranquillity," continued Pierre, for she 
lias the best of appetites, I assure you. And this 
is the cousin I ran away with. You ask, possibly, 
when in my collection of cousins there were 
others much better brought up, even among her 
sisters, why I should have selected this one — why 
I preferred her ? Because, boys, she had the ad- 
vantage of being marvellously pretty." 
Blonde ?" said one curious youth. 

^^Hair bright chestnut, with blue eyes, and 
-lashes as long as that I " and Pierre measured 
about half a yard on his arm. 

"Tall?" 

"Very small, with minute feet and hands, a 
slender waist, and as clever and bright as — as — " 

"As yourself, possibly," said Count Sourof, 
whose good-humor was apparently restored. 

" Women are always cleverer than men," an- 
swered Pierre, sententiously. " Some men think 
the contrary, but — " and he waved his hand con- 
temptuously in the air. 

" Now," continued the hero of the elopement 
2 
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my cousin adores to ride, and with reason, for 
on horseback she is simply divine. She mounts a 
tall devil of a horse, as high as that one of the 
Colonel, but much thinner, — one of those kicking 
animals, you know ; and this one rarely gives the 
lie to the traditions of his race. He kicks at all 
times and seasons. You should see Clementine 
perched on this fantastic beast, gracefully keeping 
her seat through all the creature's antics, and 
looking as much at her ease as if she were offering 
you a cup of tea. Now, about six weeks ago," con- 
tinued Pierre, — ^* it was about the beginning of 
May, —I was sitting on one of those bench-like 
things they have in gardens, — you know what I 
mean ? — a very long plank, hung so that the weight 
of the body — " 

" Oh, you mean a see-saw with a vertical move- 
ment I " 

"Precisely. Well, I was seated upon that, 
aiding my digestion by the gentle exercise, alter- 
nately going up and down like a doll hung on an 
india-rubber string. An occasional caterpillar fell 
from the huge tree that shaded this see-saw, 
— I can see the place now, — when I heard a door 
banged to with the greatest violence, and a jingling 
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of glass. *Ah/ I said to myself, Hhat glass is 
broken/ I listened^ No, the glass was not broken ; 
but what was that whirlwind dashing down the 
long flight of steps? Let me say that these steps 
were so steep that when we ascended them we 
came near touching our knees with our chins. 
Judge, then, how easy they were to come down I 
I lighted my cigar and waited. The white whirl- 
wind reached the turf in safety, caught sight of 
me, was terrified, and stood still for a moment, 
then came on at full speed, and threw itself into 
my arms with such amazing strength that I nearly 
fell backwards. 

***0,* cousin Pierre, I am so miserable I* cried 
Clementine, dissolved in tears. 

I had received her in my arms, but I dared not 
detain her there; the windows of the house 
seemed to glare at me with suspicious eyes, so I 
gently seated her on the bench at my side. I had 
lost my cigar, however, in all this commotion. 

" * Tell me all your troubles, my dear I ' I said. 

" She is always pretty, that cousin of mine, but 
when she weeps she is simply divine* 

* Mamma makes me so unhappy,' she sobbed, 
rubbing her eyes violently with her handkerchief, 
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of which she had made a lomid ball about as 
large aa a tfamiUe ; * she aatja that I ahall not 
ride BajaitL' 

* Yoor tan bone ? * I asked, aomewfaat pvxkled 
by this unlooked-for interference with my eoosin*s 
amusements by my aont. 

^ * Yes, my poor dear Bayard ; he is so fond of 
me, and he is so sweet.' 

was not precisely of this same opinion in 
regard to the beast in question, but I wisely held 
my tongue, while (Tl^mentine continued to speak 
with fast increasing vehemence. 

* Mamma says this ; and why, I can't imagine, 
— just to worry me, I fancy. To be sure he does 
kick sometimes, and has been known to stand on 
his hind legs, but no one in this world is perfect.* 

I agreed with this philosophic truth, so sagely 
and convincingly uttered* 

* Yesterday he was out of temper. The dis- 
trict judge came to call on us, and when he went 
away we went down the road with him/ 

** * Yes, I know, for I was with you.* 
" * To be sure. Well, you know that when we 
reached the sand-bank below, that Bayard began 
to kick. The sand flew in clouds, and the Judge 
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was covered from head to foot. How funny he 
looked I ' added Clementine, smiling through her 
tears, and somewhat consoled by the recollection ; 
* and what a quantity of sand he must have swal- 
lowed ! I hope it will choke him so that he won't 
be able to pronounce sentence on the poor peasants 
he tyrannizes over. And mamma got very angry ; 
she said Bayard was a vicious animal, and that in 
future he should draw the water-cart. You know 
what I mean : the cart that brings the water to 
the house from the spring in the valley.' 
***Yes, yes, I know.' 

* I hope that when they harness him to the 
cart he will break everything to pieces.' 
" * Tut, tut, tut I ' I broke in soothingly. 

^ No matter what mamma says,' continued 
Cli^mentine, ^ Bayard is not a vicious animal ; and 
then, if he kicked and reared yesterday, it was 
not his fault.' 

♦* * Was not his fault ? ' I said, quietly. * No — 
80 I suspected.' 

^ I made him kick,' continued Clementine, 
bravely ; * it amuses me ; and I taught him to 
stand on his hind legs,' she added proudly. 

^ You certainly had an apt scholar,' I muttered. 
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^ Yes, to be sure ; he had always a taste in 
that direction, and I concluded it had best be 
cultivated/ said my little cousin, with a wicked 
twinkle in her eyes. ^ But he is very obedient.' 

" * But why,* I asked, * did you make him ex- 
hibit his accomplishments yesterday?' 

^ Because I detest that man, the Judge I Do 
you know why?* 
"*No, I do not.* 
^ Because he wishes to marry me. And that 
was the reason why mamma was so vexed at the 
sand-bath bestowed on him by that dear good 
Bayard.* 

"A pang of jealousy shot through my heart. 
Until then I had only looked on Clementine as an 
absurd and charming child, but this sudden appear- 
ance of the majestic Judge changed my ideas. 

** * Wishes to marry you ? * I said slowly. 

" * Yes ; me, or Sophie, or Lucr^ce ; I do not 
think it really matters to him much which of us 
he takes.* 

" These words were somewhat reassuring. Nev- 
ertheless I did not altogether regain my former 
tranquillity of mind. Clementine, somewhat calm- 
er, had set our see-saw in motion, and her little 
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foot, applied energetically to the earth below, sent 
us rapidly up and down. Mechanically I followed 
her example, and for a time we continued this 
amusement in solemn silence. 

^ Tell me, cousin Pierre,' said Clementine 
suddenly, *are there no married officers in your 
regiment? ' 

" * Not many,' I answered in surprise. 
^ Not many I ' repeated Clementine, fixing on 
me her large blue eyes that were still swimming 
in tears. 

* That is to say, that most of the officers who 
marry resign from their regiment. Still, there are 
several still there who have wives.' 

Clementine was silent : I too did not speak. 
A large caterpillar fell on her chestnut curls. 

^« < Permit me,' I said; ^ a caterpillar is on your 
hair.* 

She leaned her pretty head toward me, and I 
endeavored to disengage the thing from the wav- 
ing, rebellious tresses in which it was imbedded. 
This was no easy task, and I was a&aid of taking 
away with it some of the shining threads. Besides, 
I was very awkward. At last I succeeded in my 
self-appointed task. 
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^ ^ At last I ' I said to m j little cocudii^ who had 
not changed color, while I felt mj own cheeks 
bam hotlj. 

Thanks I* she answered calmlj. And again 
we resnmed onr see-saw. 

I do not know what elf troubled himself about 
our affiurs, but a second caterpillar dropped this 
time on Clementine's shoulder. I seized it with- 
out any difficulty, but my hand touched that sat- 
iny shoulder covered only by transparent muslin. 

* They seem to rain down/ she said, quietly, 
looking up at the tree. 

^ Let us go away from here,' I answered eager- 
ly, impelled by a desire to take her in some one 
of the more secluded paths of that old garden. 

* No,' she said ; * I like this see-saw, — I find 
it very amusing ; and if more caterpillars fall on 
me, why, you may take them o£L' 

* I ask nothing better,' I answered promptly, 
and I touched the earth with my foot, and up 
we went again. , 

At the end of a few moments Clementine said, 
without looking at me : 

^ * Is it true, cousin Pierre, that I am such a 
very naughty girl?' 
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** * No, indeed,' I answered ; * you are only a 
little — a little peculiar/ « 

^ Mamma says that I am very disagreeable, 
and that no person can possibly love me/ 

^ That is too bad,' I answered with some 
warmth. 

w t Yox you love me — do you not? ' she asked, 
looking me straight in the eyes. 

***Yes, I love you,' I cried, enthusiastically. 
The caterpillars. Bayard, the Judge, and that con- 
founded see-saw had upset me entirely. 

* There ! that is just what I knew ! ' said 
Clementine triumphantly. * Well, then, cousin 
Pierre, will you marry me?' 

I assure you, my friends, that when I think 
again of that morning, I am utterly aghast at my 
folly." 

*^One good thing gained then I" said Sourof, 
calmly. 

" You think so — do you ? Well, I am not of 
your opinion. But I lost my head, as I was say- 
ing, and eagerly cried, ^Yes, my dear child, I 
will marry you I ' And I so suddenly checked the 
measured movement of our see-saw that we both 
of us nearly fell on our noses. I caught her by 
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passing my arm round her waist ; but she gently 
disengaged herself, pressed her foot on the ground, 
and up we went. 

"'When?' she said gravely. 

" * Whenever you choose I O Clementine I why 
did I never know before how dearly I loved 
you?' 

" I raved on like this for at least fifteen minutes. 
She listened undisturbed, smiling occasionally as 
if highly delighted. 

"*We will go to St. Petersburg?' she said. 

" * Yes, darling, to the camp — ' 

** * To the camp I That will be very amusing.' " 

A shout of laughter here interrupted the 
speaker. 

" Is it I, gentlemen, whom you find so laugha- 
ble?" said Pierre, rising to his feet. 

He had swallowed enough punch to excite him, 
and his eyes indicated that his temper was slightly 
aroused. 

Sourof touched his arm. 

"It is at your camp that they are laughing, not 
at you, of course," he said soothingly ; " go on 1 " 

" Very well," said Monrief, " but there is noth- 
ing funny in that." 
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WeU, go on." 
** All right. Well, gentlemen, we were engaged 
after this fashion. ^ Be sure," said Clementine, 
that you say nothing about it to mamma. You 
know her spirit of eontradiction. We will tell her 
later.' This was all very well; but I had for- 
gotten that my leave was near its close, and that 
I must depai t the next day but one." 
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CHAPTER III. 

PLUTO. 

BELIEVE me or not, as you choose, my 
worthy friends," continued Pierre, after he 
had sent the punch around the table once more, 
but the prospect of the marriage did not terrify 
me in the least." 

" Of course not, with such a pretty woman," 
said some one at the end of the table. 

" Pretty 1 yes, to be sure ; but somewhat iAcon- 
venient to manage, — a little in the style of her 
own horse, that kicked and reared in such a charm- 
ingly obedient fashion. But at that time I did not 
much care for that. Besides, it was now dinner- 
time. Clementine ran off to the house, I after her. 
She climbed much more easily than I that break- 
neck flight of steps that I have described to you, 
and I found her seated at table, pulling the ears 
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of her youngest sister, who uttered shrill cries like 
a peacock. My aunt with infinite difficulty suc- 
ceeded at last in restoring a semblance of calm to 
this turbulent household — a household that was 
always in commotion from one reason or another. 

" The soup was served, but it was not properly 
made, and was too fat. My aunt, who is as thin 
as a rail, enjoyed it extremely, however. 

' This soup is excellent I ' she exclaimed more 
than once. My fiancSe^ with the most innocent, 
artless air, skimmed hers most carefully with a 
teaspoon, and deposited it in the plate of her right- 
hand neighbor, the parish priest, who had been 
invited for some especial reason. 

The good man did not perceive the gracious 
act of my fiancSe^ being absorbed in a thorny 
explanation of some religious dogma. We con- 
cealed our amusement, but my aunt at last saw 
what her daughter was doing. 

" * For shame I ' she cried in horror. 

" * I have finished, mamma I ' answered my 
fiavicSe^ swallowing the last spoonful of her soup 
in a hurry, and, leaning back in her chau*, looked 
about with the most satisfied expression, and 
almost as if expecting approval. 
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This conduct ought, you say, to have occa* 
sioned me serious thought and some misgivings; 
but no, it did not. I found Clementine absolutely 
adorable. She, perhaps, did not attach su£Scient 
importance to the impending change in her life. 
But then she was charming as she was. 

After dinner we had a game of Gorelki. 
Tou know what that is? The gentlemen each 
took a partner, and the couples stood in a long 
line. You know the game. Whoever is left 
without a partner gives a signal and runs after 
the others. I looked for Clementine; she was 
not there, but soon appeared, dragging by his 
collar an enormous Newfoundland dog that she 
adored, and which she had named Pluto. 

* What are you going to do with that ani- 
mal ? ' I said. 

" * Do with him ! Why, he is my partner,' 
she replied, as she took her place in the line of 
couples. Pluto sat on his tail, and lolled out his 
tongue. 

' And what is to become of me ? ' I asked. 
"'Of you!* she said, laughing in my face, 
' why, you are the one left out, and must give the 
signal.' 
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« In fact, that was precisely the case, for there 
were no more ladies. To the great amusement 
of the elders on the balcony, I took the head and 
clapped my hands as a signal. 

The first couple behind me separated, and 
passing each side of me, sought to meet again in 
front. I made an attempt to catch the girl, but 
without much enthusiasm, and the couple, out of 
breath, ran to the lower end of the room to wait 
their turn. I did the same with the others; it 
was Clementine whom I meant to catch, and I 
was curious to see what she would do with her 
dog when I had caught her. 

" A furtive glance told me that she was ready 
to run. I clapped my hatids — one, two, three. 
A black mass passed me on the right, a white 
cloud on my left. I rushed toward the white 
cloud, but just as I believed that I had grasped 
it, my fiancSe cried : 

•* * Hold him, Pluto 1 hold him 1 ' 
Pluto fastened himself at once to the tail 
of my uniform coat. I tried to shake him off, but 
he hung on like grim death; I ordered him to 
* drop it,' all in vain, for he was in the habit of 
obeying only one voice and one magic word. 
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Half laughing, half angry, I ceased to struggle, 
and looked about for assistance." 

The young officers, who had listened thus far 
with great interest to the story told by Pierre, 
shouted with laughter. Pierre, after a short 
silence, resumed his tale with great solemnity. 

Cldmentine, utterly exhausted, sank on the 
ground, and continued to laugh. Between two 
paroxysms of her amusement my aunt called to 
her, * Call Pluto off, child ! Call him ! ' 

cannot, dear mamma ; indeed I cannot,' an- 
swered mjfiancSe^ overwhelmed with merriment. 

"*Do not inconvenience yourself,' I said se- 
verely. * When you are quite ready — ' And I 
tried to seat myself on the turf; but Pluto, with 
a fierce growl, pulled me so energetically that I 
was obliged to stand upright. 

"Then Clementine became serious, and said 
to the beast, ^ Good dog, come here I ' 

" The docile creature dropped his hold and lay 
down at her side. It was in this fashion that she 
educated her beasts." 

The officers applauded violently. **And what 
then ? " they cried, " what then ? " 

Pierrt^ looked about him slowly. " What then ? 
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Why, nothing that evening. I could not see her 
for one moment alone. Besides, t was really 
vexed with her by reason of her permitting and 
encouraging her dog in his conduct. I went off to 
bed, promising myself to give her a lesson or two 
when she should be my wife. 

"The next morning, before seven o'clock, a 
hail-storm of fine gravel was thrown against my 
window. I threw it open, and heard silvery 
laughter afar off in some of the deserted paths of 
that mysterious old garden. I dressed quickly 
and rushed out in pursuit: all to no purpose; I 
could find no one. 

"And yet I was constantly lured onward by 
that same rippling laughter. Then, just as I was 
seized with a desire for breakfast and a cup of 
coffee, — for I was young then, boys, and was 
blessed with a good appetite, — I saw peeping 
through a laurel-bush the laughing face of my 
dear jfian(?^e, I rushed toward her, and not with- 
out' a pin-prick or two grasped her by the waist. 

" O, my friends, I had not even time to feel 
her heart beat once under my hand when I re- 
ceived — I shall blush to think of it all my life 
long — I received a box on my ears full and 
8 
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square ; " and Pierre looked around upon his 
audience as if asking sympathy from them. 
They were choking with laughter ; Count Sou- 
rof listened with an air of smiling content. 

" Ah, you find that amusing 1 " continued the 
host, somewhat grimly, "I confess that I do 
not, even now, and assuredly did not at that 
time. 

^ That is not a nice thing to do, child,' I said, 
in a tone of remonstrance. * Has not a lover the 
right to catch the girl he is engaged to, when she 
plays hide-and-seek with him ? ' 

**'No,' she answered vehemently, red with 
anger; ' and if you dare to touch me again, I 
shall certainly tell mamma ! ' 

"*But, my dear child,' I said, *when we are 
married — ' 

" * When we are married,' she repeated, with 
a coolness that positively overwhelmed me, 4t 
will be the same thing, for I don't like familiari- 
ties. Hands off, sir I ' 

*' She looked at me quietly, and, gentlemen, if 
you will believe me, actually made a little face, 
and turned her back upon me and walked off. 
I made no attempt to detain her. 
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" I had been seated for about five minutes in the 
' dining-room before my cup of hot coffee, the 

» aroma of which I was enjoying with the delicious 

hot, buttered rolls that were made nowhere else 
in such perfection as at my aunt's, when I saw 
Clementine come in. We were the first at table 
that morning. 

" Very grave, with a bright color still, the triices 
of her recent anger, she took her seat at my side, 
poured out a cup of coffee, and drew the sugar- 
bowl toward her. The old governess, who had 
, vainly sought to educate and discipline this insub- 

ordinate set of girls, uttered a sigh, but did not 
venture on a word of remonstrance, and, indeed, 
pretended to look out of the window. Clementine's 
little fingers in the silver sugar-bowl made a noise 
with the lumps like castanets, for she had laid the 
^ tongs on one side. With the utmost deliberation 
she dropped a bit of sugar in her own cup, and 
then with the same tranquil aii* put one in mine. 
^ - " * Thanks,' I said, * I have quite enough.' 

"*That does not matter,' she returned care- 
lessly, and two other bits were deposited in my 
coffee. She filled her own cup until it ran over, 
and then extended the empty sugar-bowl to the 
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governess. I began to understand what she was 
about. 

There is no sugar here,* she said quietly, 
with a 'little air of surprise. *Have the good- 
ness to get some, if you please.* 

" The poor governess uttered another long and 
heartfelt sigh, and went out with the keys. 
"'Pierre,' said Clementine, * forgive me I* 
"I looked at her; she seemed entirely in ear- 
nest. 

will, on one condition,* I answered, 'and 
that is, that you will never do such a thing 
again.* 

"'I never will, if you will make the same 
promise,* she answered eagerly; 'is that a bar- 
gain?* 

" Gentlemen, what would you have said in my 
place? 

'"It is a bargain,* I answered. 

"She clapped her hands gayly. 

'"Ah, what a happy time we are going to 
havel* she said. 'What a pity that you must 
go to-morrow. But you will come back soon?* 

'"Certainly,* I answered. 

"The day passed most pleasantly. My arm 
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tingled occasionally, the muscles involuntarily 
contracted, and I was sorely tempted to take my 
cousin around the waist, but I resisted this 
temptation, and all went well. My aunt lectured 
her daughter only three or four times; in fact, 
the care needed by all her girls did not permit her 
to devote much time to any one of them. 

" Notwithstanding this, I could not exchange a 
word with Clementine untrammelled by the pres- 
ence of some third party, whom she always con- 
trived should be present." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE ELOPEMENT. 

THE following day was that of my departure. 
Very early in the morning, after having 
ordered my horses to be in readiness at eight 
o'clock in the evening, 1 went out in the garden, 
hoping to find mj fiancee there. I went directly 
to the famous see-saw that had been the silent 
witness of our momentous interview. 

" I loitered there for a half hour or more, when 
I saw her come down those steep steps. She at 
once came to the bench where I was sitting. 
This interview should have been a solemn one; 
nevertheless my fiancee touched the earth like 
Antesis, and up we went in the air. 

" * I am going this evening,' I stammered, look- 
ing down upon her. 

" * Yes, I know it,' she answered in a cheerful 
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voice that I considered totally inappropriate to 
the occasion. * And when will you come back ? ' 

"*That is for you to say,' I answered; *you 
forbade me to speak to your mother/ 

" ' Yes,' continued Clementine, with a thoughtful 
air, still going up and down ; * she would not like 
it at all if she knew that I was going to be married. 
She means me to wait until Lionba is married.' 

" I uttered an exclamation of despair. Lionba 
was the eldest daughter whose innumerable perfec- 
tions had driven my aunt to the desperate resolu- 
tion of letting her daughters come up. by them- 
selves. * Lionba I Good heavens! you might as 
well talk of the Greek calends.' 

"*Do you think so?' asked Clementine anx- 
iously. * Well, then, Lucr^ce at least.' 

" Now Lucrdce was twenty-three, and her left 
eye had contemplated her nose ever since she 
came into the world. 

" * That is not much more encouraging,' I said, 
shaking my head disconsolately. 

" ' Well, what can be done about it ? ' inquired 
my fiaTic^e with serene resignation. *I am quite 
ready when you are,' she continued calmly; 
* to -day, if you choose.' 
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" I reflected for a few moments, and then said 
that, before taking a step so important, I must 
consult my parents. *No,' I said, *not to-day, 
not quite so abruptly. We must not take a 
flying, leap in such a matter. You will write 
to me, of course, and very often?' 

" * Certainly I will write, but not so very often,' 
was the girl's reply. 

" ^ But you will not let me go like tEis ! you will 
not send me away without one little kiss ! ' I said. 

" She looked at me shyly. 

" * You may kiss me,' she said, *when we have 
kissed the blessed images.' 

" This allusion to the ceremony of our marriage 
did not occasion me unmitigated joy. Neverthe- 
less I contented myself with making a wry face, 
but profited by the opportunity to utter a few 
words appropriate to the occasion. Clementine 
listened to me, still keeping the see-saw in motion. 
I did the same involuntarily, and I fancy this 
exercise detracted somewhat from the value of 
my exhortations. By degrees, however, thanks 
to the bright eyes and pretty face of my little 
cousin, I felt my natural eloquence returning to 
me, but at that moment Clementine dropped from 



Digitized by Google 



THE ELOPEMENT. 



41 



her elevated seat to the ground, leaving me some- 
Vfrhat dismayed by the suddenness of her departure. 
I nearly lost my own balance, and vtrhen I stood 
squarely on my feet, she v^ras no longer to be seen. 

"I heard, five minutes later, chromatic scales 
rolling from one end to the other of the piano 
under the practised fingers of my eccentric cousin, 
and I reluctantly saw myself compelled to relin- 
quish all hope of any serious conversation with 
her before my departure. I was mistaken, how- 
ever ; and Heaven had a surprise in reserve for me. 
An hour before dinner, when the household was 
enjoying a brief season of unwonted tranquillity, 
so unwonted that the poor governess was startled 
by it, and made several tours of inspection to 
discover what mischief was brewing, T was smok- 
ing my cigar in the shade, when I suddenly heard 
sharp screams from the upper floor. 

" The governess flew on wings lent by terror. 
My aunt's voice was heard, calming the commotion 
by the formidable words, * This is altogether too 
much, mademoiselle, altogether too much!' 

" Foreseeing a family difficulty, — of all things 
the most disagreeable to a looker-on, and to which 
I have a most marked objection, — I discreetly 
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withdrew and buried myself in the most secluded 
spot in the garden. 

"I had walked up and down a shaded alley 
several times, and had met only a few snails airing 
themselves, when I heard hurried steps, the rustling 
of shrubbery, and my name called in a low voice 
by my little cousin. 

" I stopped, and called * Here I ' 

" In a moment Cl^mentin6 appeared all out of 
breath. She threw herself pell-mell into my arms 
as she had done the previous evening; but as 1 
stood in wholesome fear of a second slap, I did 
not venture to draw her more closely to me. 

"*Take me awayl' she cried, bursting into 
tears. 

"I took out my handkerchief — she had lost hers 
— and dried her eyes. Useless trouble ! they were 
absolute fountains. When the handkerchief was 
wet through, she spread it on the bushes to dry, 
and her tears by degrees ceased to flow. 

" We had reached a little kiosque which stood 
in the centre of the old labyrinth. It was a 
mere roof supported by fluted columns, covered 
for years by moss and mould. The plaster 
peeled off in spots, exposed the bricks of this 
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architectural deformity. A goodly number of 
toads, annoyed by our intrusion into their peace- 
ful domains, hopped here and there in a great 
state of disturbance. Clementine, who disap- 
proved of toads, seated herself ci la Turque on 
one of the stone bases of the columns, and care- 
fully tucked her skirts about her. She looked 
like a little Hindoo idol, prettier to be sure than 
those we generally see, and had, unlike them, only 
two arms and one head. 

" ' What is the matter now ? ' I said at last. 

" ' My mother will certainly kill me with grief I ' 
answered my cousin, beginning again to weep. 

" *I have not another handkerchief,' I observed, 
in a tone of gentle warning. 

She dried her eyes on some of the lace on her 
dress, and grew calmer. 

" * I am the most unhappy girl in the world ! ' 
she said, folding her arms. 

" How she could sit in that way without tum- 
bling over, still passes my comprehension. 

" ' My mother is determined to make me die of 
despair I ' 

*^ * What has she done now, my poor darling?' 
I said, seating myself near her. 
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" She tucked up her skirts more carefully, folded 
her arms again, and continued : 

" * It ^is her system 1 The day before yesterday 
it was Bayard she found fault with ; to-day it is 
Pluto; to-morrow it will probably be you. She 
finds fault with all those I love/ sighed Clemen- 
tine, raising her indignant eyes to the mildewed 
roof that sheltered us. 

" The association of Bayard, Pluto, and myself 
was not altogether flattering ; but the end of her 
sentence was a happy corrective. I showed my 
gratitude by a tender look, which Clementine 
returned by a violent shake of the head. 

" * Yes, this very morning they had the audacity 
to harness Bayard to the water-cart. Think of it — 
my dear, noble Bayard degraded in this way I 
So I just said to him, Ki, ki I " and he let his 
heels fly until not one splinter was left of that 
barrel and cart. I told you, and I told them too, 
just how it would be 1 ' 

I could not retain my gravity at the idea of 
the scene, of which I had been deprived by the 
painful necessity of packing my valise. Clemen- 
tine, delighted at my hilarity, showed her little 
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white teeth in a radiant smile, and then resumed 
her serious air and her discourse. 

" * It was necessary, of course, for me tp avenge 
this insult offered to Bayard. The coachman 
said that another and larger cart should be made, 
and in such a way that Bayard could not 
kick it to pieces; that he should be harnessed 
to it so far from it that his heels could not 
reach it. He is no fool, that coachman,' she 
added, turning abruptly toward me. 

* No, he is no fool,' I answered, in a tone of 
conviction. 

' But he is bad, thoroughly bad,' resumed my 
fiancSe^ *for he found a way of reducing my 
brave Bayard to subjection, and has made of him 
a mere carrier of water. You know that I sleep 
in the same room with Lucr^ce?' 

' No, I did not know it.' 
" ' Well, I do ; and she detests dogs in general, 
and my dog Pluto in particular. So to-day, while 
she was taking her siesta on the bed, I went to 
find Pluto. I wrapped his feet in wool, and he 
let me do just what I pleased, " sweet lamb," he 
is so good 1 ' 
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I had certain reasons for not adoring this sweet 
lamb, but I kept them to myself. 

" * Then,' she continued, * you should have seen 
Pluto in his boots going up the stairs. I held 
him by the collar, and whispered to him occasion- 
ally. You beauty 1 you love 1 and several encour- 
aging epithets like that. He went into the room 
very softly. I pointed to my bed. He is so 
bright, you know, so intelligent, that he under- 
stood at once, and he jumped up. My sister 
moved a little, but she did not wake. All was 
right thus far, you see. I turned Pluto's face 
toward the other bed ; I slipped a pillow under 
his head — no easy matter, I assure you; I put a 
dressing sack on him, and threw a shawl over his 
body, and, after having taken off the wool from his 
beautiful, gi'eat black paws, I pulled them out by 
his side. You never saw anything so sweet ! Ah, 
if people were only as good as dogs, this world 
would be a much better place I ' 

" I assented with a sign. She continued : 
" * I gave my orders to Pluto, and went to the 
window with my work. As Lucrdce seemed in- 
clined to sleep forever, I coughed gently, and then 
more loudly. She opened her eyes, turned over, 
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and there in my place she saw Pluto's black face ; 
he looked at her and put out his tongue. Dear 
soul ! he was too warm, you see, under that shawl. 
How she did scream, to be sure 1 ' 

" I laughed vociferously ; but my fiancSe be- 
came very serious. 

* Yes, yes,' she said, * it was funny, very fun- 
ny ; but mamma did not so see it, when she came 
in frightened out of her wits by my sister's screams. 
She ordered Pluto to be whipped. He jumped 
up, tore my sack, growled, showed every tooth 
in his head ; and mamma finally decided to send 
him to our farm, fifty versts from here. To exile 
him, my poor Pluto ! And I, what is to become 
of me ? They degrade Bayard, exile my dog, and 
you are going away I ' 

" She began to cry again ; and this time I said 
nothing about my handkerchief. I was really 
moved by the sincerity of her grief, although it 
was difficult for me to accept with resignation an 
affection and regret so equally divided between 
her horse, dog, and myself. 

" She suddenly jumped from her elevated seat, 
still holding her skirts well up on account of the 
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toads. Her pretty little feet, in their bronze boots, 
stood daintily on the old pavement. 

" * Take me away 1 ' she cried. * I will not stay 
here!' 

" * But, my dear — ' I said. 
" ' Take me away I ' she repeated, stamping her 
little bronze boot. 

" ' I cannot, my child.* 

" * Run off with me 1 In novels, young girls are 
run away with, and then they are married. You 
can take me to your mother, she has always 
known me. Your father likes me too. Take me 
away, I say ! ' 

But, darling — ' 

"*You will not? Then you do not love me. 
O, what a monster of duplicity you are to deceive 
me in this wayl Very well! I will never go 
into that hateful house again, where no one loves 
me, where some one cries every day, where they 
dispute all the time, and where they find con- 
stant fault with me. I will go away by myself I ' 

" ' Where ? ' I said, calmly. 
Her passionate anger amused me, and yet there 
was something touching in it too. She seemed to 
have grown taller, her eyes had a certain fire in 
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them, and an expression more that of a woman 
than of a child. 

" ' There I ' she said, stretching out her arm 
toward the river that lay sleeping in the sun- 
shine only a few rods away from us. 

She uttered this one word so seriously that I 
shuddered. 

" * No, darling I ' I said, caressing her hand 
timidly. *No, you will not commit so mad an 
actr 

" * Take me away then I ' she repeated, turning 
toward me. Her face was very pale and pitiful, 
and her eyes big with tears. Her lips had the 
expression of a child that has been naughty, 
and who wishes to be reconciled with all the 
world. 

** * Ah, well ! ' I said, half mad, — for her caress- 
ing expression and her coaxing eyes had bewitched 
me, — * I will run away with you.' 

" * Thank you,' she said with joy. * And when ? 
This evening ? ' 

" * Yes, to-night at eight o'clock.* 

" * I will wait for you at the end of the garden. 
Leave just as usual, and stop your tarantass at 
the end of the garden. You will find me there.' 
4 
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" We were at no great distance from St. Peters- 
burg: some hours of posting only separated us. 
I told her that I would take her to my mother at 
once. The dip was cast — Clementine would 
assuredly be my wife. 

She shook hands gayly with me, then lifted 
her finger to listen : it was the dinner-bell. She sent 
me a kiss from the tips of her fingers, and disap- 
peared, with her skirts well drawn up from fear 
of the toads. 

" I cut a very foolish figure at this last dinner 
under my aunt's roof. I dared not look her in 
the face. She, on the contrary, had never been 
so overwhelming in her attentions. She even 
ordered that a nicely roasted chicken should be 
put into my tarantass. The idea of that chicken, 
to be eaten clandestinely with her daughter, 
inspired me with so much remorse, that each 
mouthful I swallowed seemed to choke me. My 
loss of appetite was so evident that my aunt 
ordered a pie to be added to the chicken, saying 
that I could eat both for my supper. 

" My fiancSe watched the departure of the pie 
with very evident delight, and actually had the 
audacity to wink at me as the servant carried it 
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past her. The girl had no conception of the 
agony I was enduring. At last, evening and the 
hour of my departure arrived. My tarantass^ 
harnessed to three post-horses, stood before the 
door. My aunt gave me her blessing; all my 
cousins wished me a pleasant journey. I climbed 
into my equipage, and to the surprise of all 
ordered the hood to be put up, notwithstanding 
the beauty of the evening. I seated myself, the 
coachman touched his horses with his whip, and 
I left behind me the hospitable dwelling and its 
inmates, toward whom I was about to show my- 
self so basely ungrateful.'* 
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CHAPTER V. 



CLEMENTINE* 



lIERRE MONRIEF here stopped and looked 



X up and down the mess-table. Two or three 
oflBcers, surrounded by empty bottles, were placidly 
slumbering; the others awaited with some curi- 
osity the termination of the tale. Count Sourof 
had become very grave, and tried to catch Pierre's 
eye. 

*' I weary you," said the latter, innocently. 

"No, by no means," replied Sourof, calmly. 
" Go on, I beg of you." 

" I take you at your word. You will bear me 
witness, gentlemen and friends, that it was Sourof 
himself who begged me to continue. I told you 
so, if you remember. You will acknowledge that 



" Certainly," they answered, all together. 




I did.' 
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The young Count smiled. I say so again," he 
repeated ; " again I beg of you to continue your 
story." 

Pierre replied by a military salute, and resumed 
his recital, after having turned his chair around 
and seated himself astride upon it. "I turned 
around the corner of the garden, as I had been 
told, and ordered my equipage to stop. There 
was no one to be seen. I at once concluded that 
this proposition had been only an amiable mystifi- 
cation of my charming cousins, and I cannot say 
that I felt much distressed ; but I did Clementine 
great injustice. I saw her, in a moment, running 
down the avenue with a small bundle in her hand. 
She opened the little wicket that opened on the 
highway, and with one good jump reached the seat 
at my side. 

" * Go on,' I said to the postilion, a phlegmatic 
Finn who was half asleep. If, my good friends, 
you ever contemplate carrying off a girl, 1 advise 
you to engage a Finn as coachman ; they always 
sleep, they never see anything and remember less. 
Possibly, you all know this as well as I, and my 
recommendation is needless. My postilion shook 
himself, and shook also the reins that hung 
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loosely over the backs of the beasts, uttered a 
melancholy whistle, and we were o£f. 

" As soon as I saw ourselves well under way, 
I turned toward my fiancee. She handed me her 
little package. 

* Put this away safely,'' she said. 

" * What is it I asked, as I felt some round, 
hard objects through the cover, which was simply 
a fine cambric handkerchief tied by the four 
corners. 

"* Provisions for the journey,* she answered 
sententiously. 

"I untied the handkerchief, curious to know 
what Clementine had selected. I found a long 
slice of black bread, cut in two and folded over 
on itself, with a little salt between, and two ~ 
oranges. The situation was so serious that I had 
no heart to laugh. 

stole the oranges from the housekeeper, 
and the bread from the kitchen,' she continued. 

should have taken some sweetmeats, but I 
really did not know what to put them in.' 

" * They would not have been very convenient 
to carry,' I observed ; ' and then, we have no white 
bread.' 
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^' ' Oh,' said Clementine, ' sweetmeats can be 
eaten without bread, you know.' 

" There was nothing to be said in reply to this, 
so I kept silence. 

"We rolled on, not very rapidly, it is true. 
The horses that drew us seemed to be exhausted 
by a previous journey. It was a most extraor- 
dinary elopement, to be sure. A young girl carry- 
ing as her only luggage a cambric pocket-handker- 
chief, and borne by three horses who could not go 
at a greater pace than a snail's walk. 

" * Faster, faster 1 ' I said, rapping the back of my 
Finn to rouse him from his peaceful repose. 

" * I can't, your Honor,' he answered sleepil}', as 
he half turned toward me. *'The leader has lost a 
shoe, and the mare has gone lame for the last two 
years.' 

" There was evidently nothing to be done, and 
I re-seated myself, much out of temper. Cldmen- 
tine laughed. ^ This is very amusing,' she said, 
* very amusing indeed.' 

"Remember that it was still broad daylight, 
and that we were constantly meeting the peasants 
returning from their work. They lifted their caps, 
and stood looking after us with mouths and eyes 
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wide open. Clementine nodded to them most 
graciously. 

"'But, my dear/ I said, *do you wish your 
mother to send some one after us ? ' 

"'Oh, there is no danger 1' she answered, 
shaking her head half sadly. 'Do you suppose, 
too, that any one of these good people will hasten 
to tell her that they saw me with you on the 
highway? Besides, it will only be taken as one of 
my foolish freaks, after all.' 

" This was certainly true. My kind aunt was 
so far from suspecting me, that, had any one told 
her that I was running away with her daughter, 
and that she had been seen with me on the road 
to St. Petersburg, she would not have paid the 
smallest heed to the information. 

" This conviction seemed to degrade me in my 
own eyes. We were passing through a forest, not 
far from my aunt's residence ; there were no more 
peasants to be seen, the sun had set, and the song 
of the nightingale was heard. My Finn slept as 
soundly as a dormouse. I felt my spirits rise, and 
resolved to profit by the advantages of my position. 

" ' Dear angel I ' I said to Clementine, drawing 
nearer to her most cautiously. 
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Clementine began to search in her pocket 
with evident disquietude. 

What is it?' I asked, stopping in the midst 
of my lovely apostrophe, 

have. forgotten my porte-monnaie,' she an- 
swered, turning her large, anxious eyes toward me. 

"*That is of no consequence, child. How 
much was there in that porte-monnaie ? ' 

"'Seventy-five kopecks,* she answered, in de- 
spair. 

' That is not an irremediable loss ; and my 
mother will give you another porte-monnaie,' I 
said, consolingly. 

" * But won't my aunt Monrief be astonished I ' 
cried Clementine, clapping her hands. ' What a 
surprise it will be to her I and I adore surprises.' 

**My mother likewise adored surprises, but I 
was by no means certain that the one I had now 
in preparation for her would be entirely to her 
taste. 

" To get rid of these importunate thoughts and 
uncomfortable doubts, I drew closer still to my 
pretty fiancSe^ and cautiously slipped one arm 
around her. She was sitting up so straight that 
she did not perceive it. I then took her left 
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baud in mine ; this she permitted, as I pretended 
to be lost in admiration of ber rings, 
^ " ' My dear little wife,' I said, * bow bappy we 
sball be I * 

"* Yes, indeed,' sbe answered; 'you will send 
for Bayard and Pluto, will you not ? Mamma will 
certainly not refuse to let us bave tbem.* 

" * Of course not.* I knew tbat my aunt would 
part witb tbem only too gladly ; but I was not too 
bigbly deligbted witb tbe prospect of sharing 
Clementine's affection witb tbese two animals. I 
continued : 

' We will spend our lives together, little girl, 
will we not ? You love me, Clementine ?' 

" ' Certainly I do,' she said in a compassionate 
tone. 'That is tbe second time that you have 
asked me that question. How many times do you 
wish me to tell you tbe same thing?' 

It was clear tbat my cousin and I bad at tbat 
moment only one thing in common, and tbat the 
carriage we were in. In all other respects we 
were living in two distinct and separate worlds 
far apart from each other. I ventured on. I put 
both arms around Clementine and placed a gentle 
kiss on her hair, at once burning my ship ; but as 
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my lips touched her right hand, that was unfor- 
tunately entirely free, she gave me so violent a 
slap on my cheek that my Finn awoke with a start 
and whipped his horses with much energy. 

*** Clementine,' I said, angrily, 'this is the 
, second time you have done that.' 

* " * And whenever you are impertinent you will 
be treated in the same way,' she answered, as val-^ 
iantly as a young turkey-cock who had won many 
battles. 

"*But,' said I, still extremely displeased, *if a 
young woman does not intend to be kissed even 
by her husband, she had best not consent to be 
* run away- with.' 

Clementine flushed a deep scarlet, from shame 
or anger, I really know not which. I was by this 
time in a state of fast increasing rage, and I looked 
at her with indignant eyes. 

"'One should not consent to be run away 
with,' she repeated slowly ; * and it was for that, 
then, that you consented to take me away. Ah, 
well, have patience for a little time.' 

"She threw back the apron of the taranta%%^ 
and prepared to jump out, at the risk of breaking 
her. neck or her legs- I held her back, not with- 
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out much difficulty. I held her not from tender- 
ness, as you may well suppose, but to protect her, 
and many were the scratches I got. She de- 
fended herself with the greatest energy and with 
surprising strength. 

" At last, utterly exhausted, she threw herself 
back on the cushions. ' I have only got precisely 
what I deserved,' she said moodily; 'but it is 
nevertheless an indignity, and a brave man would 
never be guilty of such unworthy conduct.' 

'^I had drawn out my handkerchief, and en- 
deavored to wipe the minute drops of blood from 
my scratches. I showed her the handkerchief 
with its dots of scarlet. 

" * And do you think that a well brought- up 
girl is ever guilty of conduct like this ? ' I asked 
with some severity. 

" * I am glad of it,' she answered vehemently, 
' and I shall do the same every time that you lay 
your finger upon me.' 
Every time?' 

" * Every time that you are so rude.* 

*"Then, my dear,' I said coolly, *it is hardly 
worth while for us to take the trouble to be mar- 
ried ; we can quarrel just as well without that.' 
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** ' I agree with you,' she answered, * Adieu. I 
am going away. Bon voyage ! ' 

She was again about to jump from the carriage. 
I calmed her with one word. 

" * Go back to the house, I have forgotten some- 
thing,' I said to my Finn, who was but half awake 
in spite of all this commotion. 

" He grumbled a little, but the promise of an 
additional rouble gave wings to the lame mare, 
and we rolled rapidly back toward my aunt's 
house, both of us sitting sulkily iu opposite cor- 
ners of our vehicle. 

" The angle of the garden was soon reached. I 
was about to deposit Clementine in the place from 
which I had taken her, but she objected. 

" ' No,' she said ; ' what would they think of me ? 
You must take me to the very door.' 

"*But if they should ask some explanations?' 

" * You can say just what you choose ; the truth, 
if you wish.' 

"She sank back in her corner. Singularly 
enough, we were no longer afBanced, and yet we 
still tutoySd each other. It had been a habit from 
our youth up, and one that was very difficult to 
throw aside : we were still cousins. 
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'* The tarawtass stopped before the great door, to 
the utter amazement of the household who had all 
appeared at the sound of wheels. My aunt tow- 
ered above the whole family, her height increased 
by her phenomenal thinness. 

" * Good heavens I Pierre, what is the matter ? ' 
cried the poor woman. 

" * My cousin accompanied me a part of my 
journey, and I have brought her back.' 

" Clementine hurried past them and ran up to 
her room, where she shut herself in to avoid her 
mother's reproofs. 

" ' She has given you a great deal of trouble, 
Pierre,' said my excellent aunt. * Forgive her, for 
she has been very badly brought up, and is a mere 
child.' 

" * I have nothing to forgive, my dear aunt,' I 
answered in- my most courteous manner ; * but it 
is certainly true that she is a mere child.' 

" Once more I started on my journey, with a 
heart as light as a feather. I fell asleep, and did 
not open my eyes until I entered St. Petersburg. 
You asked me what I did with my cousin when I 
eloped with her. I have answered your question, 
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and if Plato has anything to say, I am ready to 
listen to his reproaches." 

Plato was Pierre's name for Count Sourof, 
whose wisdom and smiling philosophy had won 
for him the title. 

" Plato has nothing to say," he replied. Your 
story is excellent, and you have amused us for a 
half hour most agreeably* I vote that you shall 
be appropriately thanked." 

*^And now let us have a game of cards," said 
the youth who had been the longest asleep. 

Cards and refreshments were brought, and the 
rest of the evening was passed like many another 
in, the course of tiie year. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

BEPENTANCE. 

THE next day was Sunday. Pierre was still 
asleep, when Count Plato entered his room, 
and seated himself at his bedside. 

The young officer yawned two or .three times, 
stretched himself, and finally held out his hand 
to his friend. 

**My head is heavy,** he said; "I have slept 
too much." 

** Ah I " returned Plato, smiling ; " I fancy that 
it is because you drank too much last night." 

^^11 How can you calumniate in this way a 
brother officer as innocent of the charge as was 
mother Eve ? " 

"After her fall?" 

"No, before." 

"Ah, well I let us adinit that you did not drink 
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too much ; you will agree perhaps that you talked 
more than you ought?" 

said Pierre, starting up; "I talked too 
much I What did I say? Anything to be 
ashamed of?" 

** Not precisely. You told a certain story of an 
elopement, which, if it be true — '* 

**Ah," cried Pierre, "I "spoke then of my 
cousin Dosia 1 " 

" You spoke of a cousin Clementine ; you were 
wise enough not to give the real name. But, my 
poor friend, you drew the portrait so Wfell that 
any one would have known whom you meant. 
The girl must be very original." 

Pierre, very much disturbed, rocked to and 
fro, with his face hidden in his two hands. 

Brute I '* he cried ; " double-dyed fool 1 But 
tell me, what did I say ? " 

Plato sketched in a few words the outline of 
the story of the evening before. 

** Ah," said Pierre, quite satisfied, " I did not 
exaggerate in the least, there is some satisfaction 
in that. In vino Veritas. And you permitted me 
to make a fool of myself?" 

** How could I stop a man who was excited by 
5 
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wine, and who is amusing himself by amusing 
others? Your narration was a great success." 

The brow of Pierre cleared once more. One is 
never sorry to learn that one }ias had a success, 
even if one has no recollection of it, and even too 
if the success is due to means somewhat reprehen- 
sible. 

"We must try to repair your heedlessness,'* 
continued Plato, seeing the good effect of his dis- 
course. 

"Yes; but how?'* 

Having arrived at this conclusion, the young 
men soon devised means to attain it, and sep- 
arated after another quarter of an hour. 

That same evening, after dinner, just as some 
of the officers were about leaving, Plato made a 
sign, and in came a bowl of flaming punch, 
smaller in dimensions, and more modest in pre^ 
tension, than that of the evening before. 

" What is this for ? " asked the officers of one 
another. 

Some of them yielded to the attraction and lin- 
gered a while. 

" It is to signify, gentlemen," said Plato, with a 
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confused air, ^Hliat I have lost my wager, and 
tliat I wish to pay it." 

"What wager are you talking about?" 

"Monrief bet that he would invent a little 
romance that would be as interesting as if written 
by some professional writer. I took the opposite 
side. He amused and interested us with the nar- 
ration of an imaginary elopement. 1 lost, and, as 
I said, now pay my wager." 

"No, no," cried one of the young men, "you 
have not lost your bet, for I for one never 
believed a word of the adventure he con- 
cocted." 

" Nor I," said another. 

" Nor I," added a third, " It was entirely too 
pretty to be true." 

This last reflection poured balm upon the amour 
propre of Monrief. 

" And then," interposed a fourth, " what man 
would ever tell a story of himself wherein he 
played so ignoble a part ? One is more chary in 
talking about one's self." 

Pierre exchanged a smile with his friend. The 
conversation was easily changed, and wandered 
farther and farther away from Clementine, while 
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the punch disappeared in the midst of general 
gayety and good-humor. 

Our two young men, Monrief and the . Count, 
walked to their quarters that night together. 
The air was laden with a peculiar aromatic odor — 
that of the new-blown buds on the poplar-trees. 
This exquisite June night, clear and cloudless, 
almost without shadows, was not apparently pro- 
vocative of mutual confidences, for they walked 
in utter silence until it was the time and place to 
separate. 

" Is your cousin Dosia really so unfortunately 
educated as you said?" suddenly asked Plato, 
just as they entered the barracks.- 

"Ah, my dear fellow, it is impossible for me to 
remember precisely what I said, but I am quite 
sure that I much understated the truth ; it would 
be necessary for me to talk for twenty-four hours 
to give you any sort of idea of this fantastic 
young woman." 

" Fantastic she may be," answered Plato, smil- 
ing, "but .she is certainly very original; and that 
her instincts are all maidenly and pure is certain, 
notwithstanding her escapade." 

" Original certainly, maidenly most assuredly," 
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answered Pierre. I have the best of reasons to 
believe this," he said, as he rubbed his hand over 
his cheek. 

Good night," said Plato, extending his hand. 

" Good night," answered Pierre, as he walked 
off with a light and agile step. 

Plato looked after him contemplatively, re- 
flected for a few minutes, and then entered his 
little viba and went to sleep without wasting one 
moment in thought. 
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CHAPTER VIL 



THB PBIKGESS SOPHIE. 



OUNT PLATO SOUROF had a sister, the 



Princess Sophie Koutsky, as reasonable and 
as sensible as himself. She had been guilty of 
but one folly in the whole course of her life, and 
that was in marrying at seventeen an invalid 
much her senior. She loved him devotedly, how- 
ever, watched over him with the tenderest care, 
and had been left a widow at the end of eighteen 
months. 

" You have never made any mistakes, or <5om- 
mitted any follies, my dear," the Grand-duchess 

N , whose god-daughter she was, had said to 

her, "but it seems to me that you are now mak- 
ing amends for past abstinence." 

Sophie smiled, and kissed the hand of her au- 
gust relative. A week later, Prince Koutsky, 
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with a ray of happiness lighting up his face, that 
was worn by fever and illness, led to the altar the 
woman he adored, who was ready to share his 
dreary life for the short time that it might yet 
last. 

" If Koutsky were rich I could understand it,'* 
said a stout colonel of artillery, endowed with 
about as much intelligence as a cannon-ball; but 
he has not a cent. What can she see to like in 
that invalid?" 

Self-sacrifice,'* answered a pretty girl of 
twenty, with great promptness. 

The Colonel bowed politely, and babbled some 
compliment or another ; but he had no idea what 
she meant, and he was not alone in his ignorance. 

Sophie Koutsky watched over her husband un- 
til the last moment. She laid him with her own 
hands in the coffin ; then took the r61e of widow, 
and continued the same tranquil, systematic life 
of yore. 

That which she had sought in marriage was 
precisely that thirst for martyrdom characteristic 
of her sex. She loved Koutsky because he was 
ill and condemned to suffering, and an early 
death; she had seen a good work ready to per- 
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form in giving to this dying man the delights of 
a home, the happiness of an harmonious interior, 
and unwearied tenderness and devotion. If her 
husband had not taken his fever in Turkestan, 
in the seiTice of his country, she might possibly 
have been less generous; but in such circum- 
stances it seemed to her that she was only repay- 
ing a debt. 

When she laid aside her widow's weeds and 
appeared in violet, she was asked what she meant 
to do. 

** Live a little for my own amusement," was the 
reply. 

In fact, for three or four years she was seen 
everywhere where it was proper for her to appear 
alone. Thanks to. the simple dignity that charac- 
terized her, and to quiet manners and appearance, 
her extreme youth had proved no obstacle to her 
liberty. 

Her family had at first spoken of the necessity 
of a chaperon, but the Princess, without showing 
any annoyance or taking offence herself, quietly 
rejected the idea. 

"My chaperon," she said, "must be either an 
old lady truly worthy of respect, — and in that 
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case I must take care of her, and look out con- 
stantly for her comfort, which would of course 
clip my wings to a very considerable extent, — or 
a young companion whom I must drag about with 
me everywhere, but whose protection certainly 
would not amount to very much. What would 
be the good of this? No; let me live just as I 
am, and when I am guilty of any folly, we will 
discuss the question of a chaperon again and at 
greater length." 

This summary fashion of dismissing the eonvi- 
nances had at first somewhat disturbed her anx- 
ious family. But one said, "Sophie is so sen- 
sible," and another added, " So good," that these 
wise people soon ceased to occupy themselves 
with her affairs, and to interfere with her inno- 
cent little amusements. 

Prince Koutsky had not left much property to 
his wido.w, but Sophie was rich in her own right, 
and her fortune permitted her to live in superb 
style. Her principal pleasure in summer was 
going about from country place to country place 
in the vicinity of St. Petersburg, and spending a 
day with her friends ; and sometimes she went to 
the camp to pay her brother a visit, for she loved 
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this brother better thaa any other human being, 
and no one in the world understood her as well 
as he. 

Two or three days after the indiscretion com- 
mitted by Pierre Monrief^ the charming Princess 
Sophie came to see Count Sourof. Her horses 
only could complain of her behavior, for she 
imposed on them long excursions ; but they were 
magnificent creatures, and the drive from Tsars- 
ko^^lo, where she resided during the summer, 
to the camp at Krasno^, was not too long for 
them. The Princess passed the day with her 
brother, dined with him in his iBha^ and toward 
evening her carriage, holding four persons, was 
ordered up to the small wooden house. 

Monrief was passing at that moment. His du- 
ties had kept him on the other side of the camp 
all day, and not knowmg the Princess, he had no 
idea to whom this equipage belonged. Curiosity, 
aroused by the perfect appointments of coachman 
and footman, horses and carriage, induced him to 
loiter. 

Sourof with his sister came out of the door. 
The refined beauty of the Princess, her charming 
expression, air of distinction, and grace of move- 
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ment, were a revelation to the young lieuten- 
ant. 

Sophie seated herself in her caliche, her brother 
leaned on the door to talk to her. He saw 
PieiTe's look of astonishment, who had turned for 
one more look at the beautiful woman, and smU* 
ingly beckoned to him. 

Monrief promptly obeyed the signal, and came 
to his friend's side. 

"My dear Sophie," said the Count, "ydu are 
the best of women, and the wisest of your sex, 
yet you will not object to making the acquaint- 
ance of the most scatter-brained of all our young 
oflScers. This is my friend. Lieutenant Pierre 
Monrief; and my sister, the Princess Koutsky." 

Pierre bowed profoundly. The Princess looked 
at her brother and her new acquaintance. 

Come with me a little way," she said ; " you 
will not object to the walk back. I will take you 
two or three versts if you say so." 

The two young men obeyed her mandate, and 
they drove gayly off. • 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A woman's wit. 

IF there is do indiscretion in my question/' said 
the Princess, after the inevitable commonplaces 
bad been disposed of, " will you tell me why my 
brother bestows upon you such a vast superiority 
over your fellow-officers? " 

" Ask him, madame," answered Pierre, with a 
laugh. If he chooses to tell you, I shall make 
no objection." 

" You can tell my sister anything,'* said Plato, 
half jestingly and at the same time with evi- 
dent pride. "She ought to have received the 
name of La Muette at her baptism, for she never 
repeats anything she hears. Her friends all con- 
fide in her, and she never betrays their confi- 
dence.'* 

Pierre bowed respectfully, still smiling.' " Do 
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as you please," he said to his friend; "you also 
are wisdom itself. In fact, my dear madame," he 
added, turning toward the Princess, who was seated 
opposite him, "I have no right to be in the society 
of two such perfect individuals ; I really am not 
worthy.** 

** Tell me what he has done, Plato," said the 
Princess to her brother. " All this humility pre- 
faces some terrible confession. You are wrong, 
sir," she continued, addressing Monrief ; confes- 
sion purifies the soul, and sometimes suggests a 
method of repairing an error." 

Ah, madame, I should never dare — " 

" I will speak for you," said Plato, who had his 
own plans. " Imagine, my dear sister, that, the 
other day, in order to celebrate worthily the 
twenty-third anniversary of his birth, Lieutenant 
Monrief, here present, saw fit to become intoxi- 
cated." 

"No, no, not intoxicated," protested Pierre, 
" only excited." 

"Intoxicated," repeated the Count, firmly ; *'but, 
as I was present on the occasion," he continued, 
"*you may imagine that it was not very bad. But 
he was in high spirits, and insisted on relating at 
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length the freaks of some youDg girl who had 
been badly managed from her babyhood, but whom 
I found, even from his description, to be very 
charming.'* 

Pierre shook his head* 
Come," said Plato, " confess. She is chiuiii- 
ing, is she not ? '' 

** Charming ? Well — in theory, yes ; but — 
She has been badly brought up," interrupted 
the Princess* 

" Frightfully.'' 

" But pretty, and of good family?" 
" Yes, Princess, these are incontestable facts." 
It is Dosia Zaptine," said the Princess, after a 
few moments' reflection. 

The young men laughed. Pierre bowed pro* 
- foundly. Madame," he said, I render h<»nage 
to your superior wisdom; Solomon's pales before 
you." 

^^But how on earth did you guess?" asked 
Plato. I did not know that there was such a 
person in existence." 

"There is but one Dosia in the world," an- 
swered the Princess sententiously ; " and it was 
reserved to your friend to be her prophet in the 
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land. Now, gentlemen, if you wish to reach the 
camp in season for the evening parade, you must 
lose no time, but say good-by to me here.'* 

Two minutes later the caliche disappeared in a 
cloud of dust, and the two young men were on 
their way back to the camp. 

" How the deuce did Sophie recognize this Ma- 
demoiselle Zaptine, and where could she have 
known her?'* 

" Oh,'* answered his companion, by way of con- 
solation, " when one has seen her once, she is not 
easily forgotten. But, Plato, why did you never 
speak to me of your sister ? '* 

" Does one speak of perfection ? '* returned Sou- 
rof in the half sarcastic, half laughing manner ha- 
bitual to him. She appears, and we are dazzled ; 
that is all there is of it.*' 

" Very true," said Pierre, seriously. And they 
talked horses until they separated. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

CUEIOSITT, 

UNDERNEATH his grave exterior, Plato cod- 
cealed a vivid desire to obtain a more detailed 
account of Dosia Zaptine, and this desire became 
so keen that he took advantage of his first day off 
duty to call upon his sister. He found the Princess 
seated at a table, in a low Viennese chair. ^ She 
was carefully dressed, and before her lay a large 
book, the leaves of which she was carefully 
cutting. 

"You are most welcome," she said, as her 
brother appeared in the doorway ; " I was at this 
very moment thinking of you." 

Plato approached, kissed the beautiful white 
hand she extended, and then her smiling lips. 
The Princess wore no rouge or pearl-powder, 
so that her brother could kiss her without fear of 
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consequences; and then he drew a chair to her 
side. 

The little salon, hung with Persian silk of a 
deep shade of green, was furnished with some 
carved chairs ; a mahogany table, antique in style, 
stood in the centre of the room ; two comfortable 
arm-chairs for the lazy or weary, and a low sofa ; 
a mirror or two of the greenish tinge, common in 
the country houses at Tsarsko^S^lo, hung on the 
walls ; — such was the furniture of this modest 
retreat* The whole atmosphere of the room was 
one of peaceful serenity, such as furniture alone is 
powerless ^o impart. Perhaps the masses of flow- 
ers, placed wherever there was room, added to this 
effect, and perhaps it was the tranquil grace of the 
Princess which alone achieved it. 

^^Take thi^ arm-chair,'* said Sophie to her 
brother. 

" And you ? 

" O, I abhor easy-chairs ; they are good only for 
lazy people, or fo^ travellers who come from their 
military encampment to visit their dear sisters." 

Plato established himself in the most luxurious 
fashion in the silk-covered fauteuil. 

"They are excellent things, nevertheless," he 
6 
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said, '^particularly when one has been riding at 
least twenty versts on a hard trotter. But what 
are you reading?" 

** Taine's last work, L*IntelKgence.^* 

**In two octavo volumes 1" exclaimed Plato. 
" Ah, Sophie I you are positively exhausting with 
your wisdom. When you have finished with this 
book, though, you may pass it on to me." 

"Here is the first volume," replied his sister, 
quietly handing him a book across the table, and 
continuing to cut the pages of the one she held 
with a little ivory cutter. 

"Why are you in such a hurry to accomplish 
that task ? " said the young man. " I really think 
that the most disagreeable sound in the world is 
the rustling of stiff paper." 

"I am in a hurry," answered Sophie, laughing, 
"merely that the thing shall be done." 

She ran over the last pages rapidly, and then 
laid ^he book on the table. 

" At last I " she said with great satisfaction. 
" Have you breakfasted ? " 

"No." 

" Will you have something ? " 
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^^When you breakfast I can assist you nobly; 
but I will wait until then." 

The Princess rang, gave some orders, and then, 
taking her embroidery, resumed her seat. Plato 
followed her with his eyes. 

" I have known you, my dear, some few years," 
he said smiling, and yet you are to me a con- 
stant source of surprise. Is there ever a time that 
you are idle — absolutely doing nothing?" 

"Yes, when I am asleep," answered the Prin- 
cess gayly. " And yet, I dream sometimes. And 
you — tell me now, honestly, why you were in 
such haste to return my visit?" 

"Because I wanted to see you," said Plato, 
playing with the tassels on a cushion. 

"And what more?" 

The young man looked up and saw in his sis- 
ter's eyes a peculiar expression. 

"Are you a witch, Sophie?" he exclaimed, 
rising and going toward hen 

" What have I guessed this time ? " 

" Tou must tell me. If you are mistaken it will 
be very amusing, and I shall hail such a novelty 
with delight." 

"Tou came here to find out something about 
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Dosia Zaptine,'* replied the Princess calmly. I 
foresaw yoor arrival, and have thoroughly in- 
formed myself. Ask me as many questions as you 
will, my answers ark all ready.** 

Plato, who was walking up and down the room, 
stopped before her and folded his arms. 

Sophie,'* he said, ^ do you know that you are 
sometimes really terrific with your wonderful in- 
sight into men and motives." The Count was 
more than half in earnest in what he said. 

" Terrific I Not to you, my wise brother," she 
answered laughingly. 

^^Well, tell me I" he said, going back to his 
fauteuil. 

** Put your questions, and I will answer them." 

** So be it. First, then, who is Dosia Zaptine ? " 
T^odocia Savichna Zaptine is the daughter of 
a retired officer, a major-general, who died about 
five years ago. She has several sisters, how many 
I do not exactly know." 

" But Pierre Monrief can tell yoii," interrupted 
Plato. 

So I suppose ; and I respect liim for his intel- 
ligence and arithmetical ability. I would not 
have supposed that he had them in him." 
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*' Oh," said Plato, kindly, ** he can count up to 
six, and more when it is a question of" the co- 
tiUon." 

"Tou are really quite comforting," returned 
the lady, as undisturbed as usual. " Very well, 
let us say that Dosia has five or six sisters. Her 
mother was a Morlof, — a good family, as you 
know, and one of moderate means, without any 
male heir. Is this all you wish to know ? " 

" By no means. Now for the second quiestion : 
Is the picture of her, sketched by Pierre, correct?'* 

**As I do not know the portrait drawn by 
Pierre, I can only say that it ought to be exact 
and faithful, since I was able to recognize the 
original from it." 

The Count admitted the justice of this remark 
by a silent gesture. Then he resumed, after a brief 
silence, "She has been, then, really very badly 
brought up?'* 

"She has, indeed. She fired at a mark very 
well ; her father taught her this Accomplishment, 
and devoted a whole summer to her instruction. 
Dosia was at the time about twelve, and an old 
military hat o£Qciated as target. Her teacher- is 
dead, but the hat still remains, and also her love 
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for shooting at a mark. I remember once seeing 
Dosia watering her sweet-pease, planted in a soup- 
plate, with the aid of this old hat that was so 
pierced with holes that it answered the purpose 
of a watering-pot." 

The Count laughed heartily, and the Princess 
did the same. 

**And what more?" he asked as soon as he 
was able. 

" What more ? Well, I hardly know. I have 
an idea that she has but an imperfect acquaintance 
with geography. She asked me some questions 
about Baden-Baden, which led me to believe that 
she supposed that town to be situated in the neigh- 
borhood of Niagara ; but I am by no means sure 
that she places Niagara in America. Blondin con- 
fused her ideas on these points to a very great 
degree. He was her hero at the time that the 
military cap did duty as a watering-pot. She 
seriously contemplated the practicability of crossing 
the Ladoga on a tight-rope, on horseback, you 
understand. She asked me if I thought it would be 
a diflBcult feat to perform. I told her that I thought 
her chief diflBculty would be with her horse." 

" Bayard, perhaps ? " 
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" Ah, you know Bayard I How is that ? " 
" Never mind I But did she relinquish her pro- 
ject?" 

" After several unsuccessful efforts upon a straight 
line drawn on the gravel, she was compelled to give 
up this pet idea ; but its relinquishment cost her a 
heavy pang. In history she is really remarkably well 
informed : she has devoured volume after volume 
in an excellent library of her father's, but these 
studies have failed to enlighten her on geography. 
She writes four languages very correctly — Russ, 
German, English, and French. She plays well on 
the piano, when she chooses ; but she does not 
often choose. She draws caricatures with wonder- 
ful ability, and is absolutely ignorant of the first 
rudiments of arithmetic." 

** Extraordinary ! " said the Count, with a sigh. 

But what sort of a person is her mother ? " 
The most methodical woman in the world ; the 
most regular in all her personal habits ; out of 
health, thin, somewhat despondent, ignorant as a 
fish, and filled with the heartiest respect and faith 
for, and in, the merits of foreign governesses. A 
rapid succession of these in some degree explains 
Dosia's eccentricities." 
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" And the other sisters ? " 

** They are all well enough ^ quiet, and a trifle 
pedantic. Let any' one explain to me, who can, 
these anomalies. A fairy certainly slipped into 
Doha's cradle the day of her birth. If we should 
diligently seek for it, we might perhaps find it in 
the folds of her dress or in the braids of her hair." 

"And '^hat do you think of Dosia herself?" 
asked the Count seriously, his eyes expressing the 
greatest anxiety. The Princess laughed. 

"I think," she said, "that your friend has 
calumniated his charming cousin. They have 
quarrelled unquestionably, but in the most open 
fashion, for Dosia is fi*ankness itself. The child 
has the best of hearts, — not the goodness of heart 
which consists in giving to the right and the left 
everything that one owns, but she has a most gener- 
ous nature. I have seen her, in times of illness, 
carry aid afid succor to the sick peasants, without 
a thought of^ contagion j I have seen her throw 
herself in the water to rescue a child, four or five 
years old, who had ventured too deep while bath- 
ing on the shore, and whom the current had 
caught. She swims like a fish, to be pure^ but not 
habitually in walking costume, as she was when 



Digitized by Google 



CURIOSITY. 



89 



she saved the boy's life. She is good, truly good — 
as good/* added the Princess, laaghing, ^< as she is 
unendurable." 

** I can readily believe it," said Plato. " These 
, natures, made up of contradictory qualities, are 
equally susceptible of good and evil." 

"Dosia is honor itself and truth," added the 
Princess. These qualities she inherits from her 
father." 

Plato had resumed his long strides up and down 
the salon. His face was clouded, and he did not 
speak. 

You know more about her than I do," said the 
Princess, examining his countenance keenly. 

Yes ; and it vexes me, for the child, in spite 
of all her faults, strikes me as very interesting." 
And Plato repeated to his sister the story told 
by Pierre Monrief. 

"It is most unfortunate, certainly," said the 
l^rincess, gravely; " but, after all, this indiscretion 
was the merest childishness." 

"Undoubtedly. Still," replied Plato, "to the 
man who proposes to marry her at some future day, 
such childishness becomes something serious." 

The Princess made no reply. The matter, under 
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such circumstances, would certainly assume a very 
different aspect. Fortunately, breakfast was now 
announced, and the conversation took a different 
turn. 

The day passed away. At night, when Plato 
was about to leave her, his sister stopped him. 

" Are you curious to see Dosia ? " she asked. 

Plato reflected for a moment. 

" Certainly," he answered. " She reminds me of 
a pet squirrel — funny, charming, and a little wild." 

" Very well ; the regatta takes place in six 
weeks. I will invite her, without her mother, and 
you will see her on her best behavior." 

Plato took leave of his sister, and galloped 
toward the camp. 

It is a great pity," he said, shaking his head 
pensively. " It is a great pity," he said a second 
time, a quarter of an hour later. 

Surprised at this persistency of the same thought, 
he questioned himself, and discovered that he was 
thinking of Dosia Zaptine. 
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CHAPTER X. 
tsabsko£-s£lo. 

IT is a long time since you saw your sister, is it 
not ? " asked Pierre Monrief of his friend, two 
or three days after this visit 
" No ; but why do you ask ? " 
Pierre hesitated for a moment. " You gave her 
a most singular idea of me, and one not altogether 
flattering; and you said something about my 
cousin Dosia which would certainly tend to make 
her look upon me as a person of very small in- 
telligence.** 

Plato laughed. "Undeceive yourself, my dear 
fellow ; my sister never forms her opinion on such 
small grounds, and she never condemns people for 
trifles. Besides, I do not think that she has a bad 
opinion «f you. At all events, you can easily find 
out for yourself what she thinks.'* 
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" How can I do that ? " said Pierre, whose face 
was suddenly covered with a bright blush. 

" By going to breakfast with her. I ought to 
go to-morrow, and you must go with me. We will 
start early, before the heat^ of the day ; and you 
will have ample time to give her the full and entire 
history of all your wanderings from the narrow 
path wherein you should have walked." 

Pierre, delighted, thanked his friend, asked if 
the Princess would excuse a riding-costume and 
the dust of travel, and if it would be taking a 
liberty, &c. Upon all these points he easily ac- 
cepted his friend's reassurances, since he. was most 
anxious to accept the invitation. 

Count Sourof was extremely cautious in the 
presentations he made to his sister. To very few 
of his comrades had been permitted the honor 
of approaching the beautiful Princess Koutsky. 
This reserve came from a natural respect for le^ 
€onv(nance9. It was by no raeahs proper that a 
widow's house should be full of young men. In in- 
viting Monrief to accompany him tliither, the Count 
had thus departed from his customary habits ; but ^ 
had he been asked why, the ordinary serenity of 
Plato would have been a little disturbed, and he 
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might have found it a difficult question to answer. 
In reality, the Count wished Pierre Monrief to 
breakfast with his sister, trusting to her tact and 
penetration to dr^w from him further incidents 
of his escapade with Dosia Zaptine. 

Dosia had insensibly become the subject of his 
constant thoughts. The rippling chestnut hair, 
the bronze boots, and laughing eyes of t]ie girl 
floated before his vision as if he had known her. 
He thought of her with compassion and regret, as 
of a young animal brought up with care and ten- 
derness, and stolen just as the time arrived when 
it began to do honpr to its eduoa^ion. To be sure, 
he had never seen this intractable girl, but he 
thought of her with pitiful compassion, as if he 
had loved her from childhood. He pitied her for 
having, at so early an $ge, committed a folly, which 
she, later in life, would blot out all memory of, at 
all hazai'ds, and at all sacrifices. 

Sunday came, and the two young officers took 
their way in a caliche to Tsarsko€-Sdlo, preferring 
to avoid the dust of riding. Plato was very 
'silent; Pierre endeavored to be equally so, but 
succeeded with great difficulty, for he was crazy 
to ask his fiiend all sorts of questions in regard 
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to the Princess Sophie. Finally he could no longer 
contain himself. 

**Your sister is a hel esprit^ I believe,'* he 
finally said to Plato; *^and I am so frightfully 
ignorant." 

" If you are ignorant, my good fellow," an- 
swered the young Count, composedly, ** you may 
trust to my sister to complete your education. 
She will lend you books, and, fired with a desire for 
your improvement, will always receive you, pro- 
vided you come with some huge volume under your 
arm. It is the custom of the. house: I yield to 
it as others do ; " and, lifting his light overcoat 
from the seat, Plato showed in the outside pocket 
the cover of a volume of L' Intelligence^ carefully 
covered by a French newspaper. 

" She lent that to you 1 '* said Monrief eagerly; 
" let me look at it." 

Certainly; you may examine it as much as 
you please. You may even read every word of it : 
you won't understand it, however 1 " 

Pierre opened the book in two or three different 
places, and then returned it to his friend with a 
countenance so crestfallen that it brought a smile 
to Plato's lips. 
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" But," the poor fellow, " the Princess will 
look upon me as so pitiably stupid." 

"O, no," replied his friend; "you will soon 
learn to understand her. She is no blue-stocking, 
I assure you." 

The caldche drew up, and two minutes later 
Pierre found himself seated, opposite his friend, 
in one of the two arm-chairs, talking with the 
Princess, and as much at his ease as if he had 
known her for the past ten years. The heavy 
volumes and the paper-knife had disappeared, 
while a few modern romances had taken their 
places on the antique mahogany table. 

They breakfasted gayly and luxuriously. The 
shining silver, snowy linen, scarlet radishes, and 
sparkling glass; the bouquets of flowers; the 
velvet eyes and white draperies of the Princess 
Sophie, formed a most harmonious whole, where 
every color was toned down or well contrasted. 
The Princess thoroughly understood the by no 
means* common art of giving a picturesque look to 
her rooms — a picturesque, but at the same time a 
most comfortable and home-like appearance, and 
an undefinable charm that was missed elsewhere. 
After a deal of lively conversation on subjects 
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interesting to them all, living, as they did, in the 
same social circle, and the heat of the sun having 
diminished, it being now near four in the after- 
noon, the Princess proposed a walk in the Park. 
They entered it by the Monumental Gate erected 
by Alexander I., on which is engraved on one side 
^ an inscription in Russ, in gilt letters, and on the 
other, in French, " To my beloved Comrade$y The 
lindens were in bloom, and their yellow tassels and 
faint perfume gave an additional beauty to the 
scene. 

Leaving on the right the palace and the flower- 
beds, they penetrated to the shady avenues where 
the foliage was heaviest. The lake lay before 
them, looking like an immense bowl filled with 
glittering, palpitating quicksilver. The gilded 
cupola of the Turkish bath-house, that stood on 
a slight elevation, bathed in sunlight, appeared be- 
fore them for a moment as they turned into another 
avenue, which was so exquisitely cared for that it 
seemed some English toy. They found a bench, 
and seated themselves in a sort of rond-poirU 
surrounded by a stone balustrade, where without 
doubt the ancient court had assembled under 
Catherine to invent or to enjoy new pleasures and 
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amusements, but was now deserted and almost 
neglected. This spot had a certain melancholy 
grandeur: the trees appeared larger and older 
than elsewhere, and the very stones seemed to 
have a story to tell. Since the morning, these 
three persons, the Princess, the Count, and Pierre, 
had thought much of the fantastic, troublesome 
little Dosia, who at that very moment, perhaps, 
was blinding herself by looking at the Lake La« 
doga and preparing some unwarrantable mystifica- 
tion for some one. No one had yet uttered her 
name. 

" I should like a glass of milk," said the Pi-in- 
cess suddenly. " Is it far from here to the dairy ? " 

"A matter of ten minutes only," answered her 
brother. 

" Would you then have the kindness to order 
some milk here : I am absolutely dying of thirst." 

Monrief rose hastily. "Permit me, Princess," 
he said, " to go for it." 

She retained him with a gesture. 

"No, sir," she said, with the charming grace 
that characterized her. "You are my guest. 
My brother will kindly take that trouble." 

Plato went off with long strides, and most will- 
7 
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ingly. He knew that his sister, alone with the 
young man, would lead him more readily to con« 
fide in her, and that on his return he should find 
Pierre well started in his confession. In fact, his 
cap was still to be seen in the distance among the 
foliage, when the Princess, half smiling, said 
abruptly to the young o£Qcer : 

^^What has your cousin Dosia done to you 
that you have formed so low an opinion of her ^ 
merits?" 

" Done to me, dear madame ! " cried Pierre. 

He stopped short ; then, after a few moments of 
reflection, added : 

She came very Bear making me commit a folly 
of which I should have repented every day of my 
life." 

I adore fogies," said Sophie, with her bewitch- 
ing smile. " Tell me all about It." 

In the fewest possible words, Pierre told her of 
the escapade, and of the return of his cousin to 
the maternal roof. The Princess listened with a 
kindly sympathetic smile. 

" Let us see, Master Pierre," she said to him, 
when he stopped to draw a long breath, for he 
bad become angry as well as .animated during his 
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narration ; " if Dosia had not proposed to return 
to her home, what would you have done ? " 

I should have taken her to my mother, as I 
told her I would. do; and what a storm there 
would have been I I really owe that crazy pate a 
debt of gratitude for having spared me that." 

" Tour family, then, would not have approved 
of your choice ? " 

"By no means. But you, Princess, you who 
know her, can well realize that she would not be 
an agreeable addition to any family.'* 

"I cannot judge of that," answered Sophie. 
** In fact, I consider Dosia simply delicious, with 
all her faults. I could bring her very quickly to 
reason, could I have her a year with me. To be 
sure, I cannot marry her," she added, laughing, 
"and that fact of course changes the question 
entirely." 

"But I cannot marry her either, thank Hea- 
ven ! " cried Pierre, raising his eyes to the blue 
sky in a transport of gratitude. 

"But tell me, sir: suppose your family had 
refused their consent: it seems to me that your 
cousin Dosia is within the interdicted degrees pre- 
scribed by your church." 
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I really had not thought of that," answered 
the young man. ♦* Ah, well ! I should then have 
been compelled to send in my resignation to the 
^ commander-in-chief, and I should have gone to 
France, or to some other foreign land, and there 
I should have married her.*' 

You would have run a great risk." 
But how could I avoid it, my dear madame ? I 
must have married her if I had carried her away." 

" You would really have married her after all ? " 
said the Princess, slowly. 

Pierre looked at her in astonishment. 

But I ran away with her," he said, simply. 
The Princess made no reply. She was silently 
enjoying the rare pleasure of contact with a na- 
ture that was absolutely without guile. 

And yet you were not in love with her ? " 
** No ; frankly, I wad not. I had not that kind 
of affection for her. And now, as I look back on 
the occurrences of that day, I realize fully that 
much more is needful than beauty and wit to 
inspire a real passion." 

Ah, you have made this discovery ! " said the 
Princess, smiling. 
Pierre smiled too, but colored furiously. For- 
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tunatelj, Sophie had no intention of asking how 
recent had been this change in his idea, or what 
had caosed it. 

And yet you would have married Dosia all the 
same, although you knew that she could not make 
you happy ? " 

" But, my dear lady, what else could I do after 
I had eloped with her ? " he repeated for the third 
time. 

Sophie extended her hand to the young officer. 

" You are a man of honor," she said. " But," 
she added, turning away, thank Heaven that 
you were not driven to that extremity. It is well 
for her and for you that matters terminated so 
abruptly, for if she is not the wife of your dreams, 
you are still less the sort of husband whom she 
should marry." 

On what unfortunate fellow, then, may I ask, 
do you bestow the honor of that eccentric young 
woman's hand ? " 

*' Ah ! you will see," said the Princess, with 
her enigmatical smile. " I do not quite know yet ; 
but to take that troublesome bark into a safe haven, 
a wiser pilot than you is needed, of that I am cer- 
tain." 
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Plato he;:e appeai*ed, followed by a peasant with 
milk and glasses. The partj refreshed themselves, 
and the Princess rose to continue her walk. 

You are quite sure/' she said, addressing 
Pierre, that Dosia's return to her mother cost 
you no pang ? " 

On the contrary, madame, the greatest possible 
relief — the deepest joy 1 I never slept so well 
in my life as I did that night." 

" The happy prerogative of an easy conscience,** 
said the Princess, turning to her brother. " You 
see before you, Plato, a man to whom remorse is 
unknown. Admire him ! 

" Ah, Princess," sighed Pierre, " if you only 
knew the relief I experience still, when I think 
of the danger I so narrowly escaped." 

Thus jesting, they took their way home, all 
three quite happy, but from very different rea- 
sons. The Princess was in a particularly genial 
mood; she spent her whole life seeking the so- 
ciety of good and honorable natures; and when 
she found them — which was not very often — 
her heart sang a chorus of praise. To-day this 
concert was especially melodious. 
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Sophie exchanged a few mysterious words with 
her brother aside: we know not what they were, 
but he gaylj hummed opera airs all the way 
back to the camp, while Pierre silently sat m a 
comer, smoking one cigar after another. 
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CHAPTER XI, 

PIEBBE. 

THE two young men were often to be seen at 
the house of the Prmcess. This charming 
home of hers exercised a strange fascination over 
Lieutenant Monrief, and even caused him to neg- 
lect all his former pleasures. 

^he theatre alone still amused him, but he had 
become difficult to please even there. And one 
fine day he made the discovery that the ballet was 
a bore. 

Fortunately, the camp broke up about this time, 
and Pierre was established, aftfer a week of great 
fatigue, once more in his old quarters in the city. 
As Sourof had predicted, the Princess had lent him 
books, and he who formerly could not endure 
the sight of them, now read with extraordinary 
avidity. Delighted with this change in himself, 
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and without realizing that it was caused by the 
Princess Sophie, and by the pleasure he derived 
in discussing literature with her, the young officer 
rashly decided that his wild oats were all sown, 
and that in future his aims in life would be more 
serious. 

Still, as he looked about him, he saw that his 
brother officers of about his own age were still 
sowing their crop with double handfuls, and one 
fine morning he woke to ask himself why he went 
so often to the hospitable home of the Princess 
Koutsky. 

I must weary her to death," he said in dismal 
tones ; and he suddenly took the desperate reso- 
lution not to inflict upon this lady his unwelcome 
society. 

His heart sore with this resolution, which, how- 
ever, no one had asked of him, he prepared himself 
to indite a courteous little note, that should ac- 
company the books she had lent to him, — when 
Providence, that dispenser of both good and evil, 
reminded him that this was the day of the regatta, 
and that he had promised the Princess to pass the 
day with her and Plato. 

It must wait until to-morrow, then," he said. 
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with childlike delight. " One more happy day I 
And as she invited me herself, it is plain that, on 
this occasion at least, I am no intruder. Besides, 
I believp she intends to ask other friends.'' 

As the Lieutenant entered the house of the 
Princess, about one o'clock in the day, dressed 
with the greatest possible care, he met his friend 
Plato, who said to him in a bantering tone, but 
with a slight quiver on the lips indicating some 
repressed emotion : 

*^Look here I great joys are often dangerous, and 
surprises disagreeable. My sister has had an idea 
— I do not know what you will think of it. I 
fear that— " 

" Go on ! " cried Pierre, impatiently ; " we are 
standing in a draught that is enough to take our 
heads off." 

These are the facts, then, my boy : My sister 
rejoices in Peace and Harmony, and wishes them to 
reign over the earth with horns of plenty in each 
hand. Not being able to accomplish this to her 
entire satisfaction — *' 

" What stuflf you are talking I " interrupted the 
Lieutenant for the second time. ^^If y6u have 
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really nothing better to say to me, I shall bid you 
good morning." 

No, stop 1 I have finished. My sister has re- 
linquished all aspirations, therefore, for the good 
of the general public, and bestows her attention 
now on individuals. She knew that your cousin 
Dosia and yourself had separated in wrath, and 
that you were still at swords' points, and therefore 
she determined to hold out a helping hand, and 
consequently invited her here for the regatta." 

" Dosia ! Dosia here ! " exclaimed Monrief, fall- 
ing on his cavalry cloak that he had thrown on a 
chair in the hall. 

^^Yes, in the salon. But come, my sister is 
waiting for us; she saw you pass the windows," 
and wonders, probably, at our long delay." And 
Sourof, half laughing and half anxious, almost 
dragged his reluctant fiiend into the drawing- 
room. 

Dosia was really there, seated in state in the 
centre of the large sofa, her skirts filling up the 
space on either side. She was as erect and inflex- 
ible as a wax candle, immovable as a statue, and 
as solemn as a baby who is waiting for its soup. 

Four or five ladies, carefully chosen for the oc- 
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casion from those who have ears but hear not, 
and eyes that .see not, made a frame for this pretty 
picture. Sophie had carefully arranged every- 
thing ; she promised herself vast amusement from 
the meeting of the eayfiuncU^ and awaited it im- 
patiently. 

" Ah, Princess, this was not well done,*' mur- 
mured the young officer, bowing over the hand 
graciously extended to him. 

Nonsense I It is a thing that must have hap- 
pened sooner or later," she answered, with an in- 
different air. 

This was certainly true, Pierre bowed respect- 
fully to Dosia, who nodded her head in return in 
a careless way. Plato, leaning against the pillar 
of the door, looked on with some uneasiness. 
Pierre played his part bravely. He drew a chair 
toward the girl, seated himself, and opened a con- 
versation. 

" You have been quite well, cousin, I hope," he 
said, since I last had the pleasure of seeing 
you." 

"Thanks," she answered, with some stiffness. 
" I have taken a violent cold ; " and she coughed 
two or three times slightly, as if to emphasise this 
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statement, and continued to turn over the leaves 
of an album on her knees without lifting her eyes. 

And my excellent aunt has not been ill, I 
trust?" 

«i — thanks ; she has been much the same as 
usual." 

Pierre could no longer restrain himself ; his 
mischief*loving nature could not be kept within 
bounds. The stupid people about him inspired 
him with a violent desire to commit some wild 
folly. He leaned toward his cousin, and said, in 
a low voice : 

" You were not punished for your last escapade, 
were you ? '* 

" No, I was not ; I kept my horse, and my dog 
sleeps on the foot of my bed, and I have a room 
to myself now." 

" That is quite advisable, I should think," re- 
turned Pierre, " if you have taken your dog to 
sleep with you." 

"And I do in every respect precisely as I 
choose now," she continued, atigrily. 

" This you have always done, child," answered 
her cousin. " But I am glad to learn that you are 
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still in the right path. And how about your 
music ? " 

The Princess, who was watching the pair at a 
distance, out of the corner of her eye, saw that war 
was about to begin, and hastened to summon Pierre 
to her side, while Plato took the chair he vacated. 
Dosia became grave and calm once more; the 
bright color sent to her cheeks by anger subsided, 
aud her sweet face resumed its wonted expression 
of childlike mischief and drollery. 

** Wait, Lieutenant Monrief," said Sophie, un- 
able to repress her laughter ; " wait until we have 
had a cup of chocolate. Never renew hostilities 
during an armistice. You will have plenty of 
time to quarrel ; you have a long day before you." 

"She is utterly intolerable, with her perfect 
«elf-satisfaction," muttered Pierre. 

** But you began." 

" I acknowledge it. But she shall not have the 
last word." 

•* Do not forget, young man," said the Princess, 
" that she is my guest. Out of regard to me, be 
patient." 

** Out of regard to you. Princess, I will do any- 
thing you ask of me," said Pierre eagerly, as he 
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looked iuto the lovely eyes that met his so be- 
seechingly. 

Thank you; and remember that I count on 
your keeping your word ; " and the Princess 
turned away. 

Chocolate was served, and then the party went 
off to the lake where the regatta was to take 
place. 



j 

i 
I 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

THB BEGATTA. 

THE flotilla at Tsarsko^S^lo is a very curious 
thing. It has its admiral, and not an admi- 
ral of still waters either, if you please! This 
position is generally filled by some marine officer, 
whose reward it is for some brilliant act that has 
incapacitated him for active service. The flo- 
tilla of Tsarsko^-S^lo consists of a model of every 
kind of floating thing that has been employed 
since Russia was an empire. Every imaginable 
style is to be seen, — the elegant podoscaphCi the 
mahogany pSrissotre^ the yonyon^ the regular pS- 
nicJiCy and even the flat-bottomed barge, wherein 
the most cautious mamma never hesitates to put 
her foot. Then there is the Esquimaux boat, 
made of a hide ; the Chinese junk, and the long, 
narrow Eamschatka bark; also the slender pi* 
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rogue, keeping its equilibrium only by the aid of 
its oars. 

The original models, brought at vast expense 
from the most distant corners of the empire, are 
preserved in a museum, — originally an ugly old 
chateau of dark-red brick, flanked by two round 
towers, — but copies of all these models are at the 
disposal of amateurs. One can at all hours of 
the day embark in any boat one chooses, and sail 
for an hour on the limpid waters of the lake. All 
this is a free amusement, and it is only expected 
that the participant shall recompense the sailor 
who guides the boat, or the men who row for him 
in the hot sun, while an awning of silk protects 
the elegantly dressed women and their attendant 
cavaliers. 

It was from this strange and varied flotilla that 
the' regatta was composed, and a certain rough 
classification had been made up of sailing-vessels 
and row-boats. 

First cai^e the grand-dukes with their dainty 
yachts, but ordinary mortals contented themselves 
with row-boats. The younger officers inscribed 
their names for the races between the podoscaphes 
and the pSrissoireSj — races which invariably had 
8 
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a certain comic element on account of the inev* 
itable accidents arising from their obsolete and 
unmanageable build. 

When the Princess and her party arrived on 
the shores of the lake, they foimd a gay crowd, 
composed of all that was most elegant in the so- 
ciety of Tsarsko^-SiSlo and the neighboring town 
of Pavloosk, already assembled there. St. Peters- 
burg and its environs had also contributed their 
quota to swell the number of spectators. The 
peasantry in no large numbers had instinctively 
grouped themselves in the least desirable local- 
ities, where they commanded but a small portion 
of the course ; while the nobility and the wealthy 
classes drew nearer the imperial stands where the 
younger members of the royal family presided. 

Carpets and velvet seats were there arranged, 
and on the wide marble steps leading from the 
stand down to the lake were seated the ladies in 
waiting, in fresh summer costumes; officers in glit- 
tering uniforms, and pages gayly dressed; while 
stout generals breathed quickly under the weight 
of their tight uniforms and heavy epaulets* 

It was stiU the court> but the court in rustic 
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garb, with relaxed etiquette, — the court, so to 
speak, en famille. 

The Princess Sophie had engaged seats near 
the landing, and her friends formed a body-guard 
about her. The signal was given, all sorts of 
sails were unfurled, and were clearly drawn for a 
few moments against the blue of the sky, and 
then disappeared behind the heavily wooded 
island lying in the middle of the lake. Then a 
glimpse of them was caught again through some 
opening, but no sooner were they seen than they 
disappeared once more. 

Every eye was fixed in eager anticipation on 
the point around which would first appear the 
rival sails, 

A white pSniche emerged first, and was directed 
toward the shore: with magnificent audacity, 
the Grand-Duke, who held the helm, ran the boat 
so close in shore that he had a narrow escape of 
grounding her, but achieved his end safely, consid- 
erably in advance of the others, A shout of ap- 
plause went up from the spectators, and a second 
after, the sound of a cannon announced that the 
young victor had won the first prize. 

It is not astonishing," grumbled a pessimist, 
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"since he was bom the Grand Admiral of 
Russia." 

The military had struck up a joyous march, and 
the second race began. 

It was a glorious day — too glorious, for the 
sun, reflected in the mirror of the lake, was al- 
most blinding, notwithstanding all the shelter 
a£forded by awnings , and silk umbrellas. Dosia 
alone seemed unconscious of this annoyance, be- 
ing absorbed in the spectacle before her, drinking 
it all in, as a thrifty young plant eagerly drinks 
in a summer shower. 

" How I should like to have won that prize I " 
said the girl to the Princess, in a whisper. 

"So as to have the silver cup?" 

"No; merely to have felt that I had so well 
managed that helm. I think it must be very 
amusing, and I mean to have a pSniche in the 
country." • 

" Why not a steamboat ? " whispered Pierre in 
liis cousin's ear. 

The girl turned round quick with flashing eyes ; 
she made an involuntary movement, which most 
assuredly, three months before, she would not 
have restrained, even on an occasion so public as 
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this ; and it is to be feared that Pierre then would 
have again suflfered the indignity of a boxed ear. 
But the girl had changed since their last stormy in- 
terview. Pierre drew back hastily, and seeing his 
terror, Dosia's good-humor was quickly restored. 

The regatta concluded with great satisfaction 
to the spectators. The imperial family returned 
to the palace, and the lake was soon covered with 
a fleet of small boats. The Princess ordered for 
her party the large pirogue that would hold a 
dozen persons; the young men took the oars, 
Dosia and the Princess followed their example, 
and the merry party rode up and down the lake 
that was now rippled by a rising breeze. 

" Good heavens, Pierre," cried Dosia impa- 
tiently, "how wretchedly you row I" 

Perceiving suddenly, that, faithful to the habits 
of her childhood, she had used the familiar French 
*'thou," she felt momentarily annoyed, and re- 
peated more ceremoniously her flattering remark, 
**You row very badly, Pierre." 

Her solemnity made every one laugh. 

"My dear and much-honored cousin," replied 
Pierre, " every one has not, like yourself, the same 
happy predilection for masculine amusements." 
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Dosia looked at him quietly for a moment, and 
then, guiding the boat dexterously with her oar, 
said sedately: 

That is quite true ; I ought to have been a 
boy; how amusing it would have been! Just 
think I I should in that case have been com- 
manded to do precisely the things that I am now 
ordered not to do. It is gross injustice ! " 

Every one laughed. Even Plato, who had 
looked at the shining lake so long that he had a 
violent headache, could not restrain a smile. 
Dosia applied herself with such amazing energy to 
her oar, and sent the pirogue so rapidly through 
the water, that the task of those who aided hex 
became a very serious one. 

" Stop 1 " she cried presently. 

And they rested on their oars. The scene was 
certainly a singular one : the shores of the lake 
were literally crowded with spectators; all the 
seats were occupied ; toilettes the most varied in 
style and color were thrown out in bold relief 
against the green turf, and darker green trees 
already slightly changed by the first autumnal 
frost. The air was wonderfully pure, and a slight 
haze hung over the distant hills, lending an addi- 
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tional if somewhat melancholy charm to the fleet- 
ing beauty of the day. 

But if the Princess and her brother exchanged a 
look wherein each read the thoughts of the other, 
Dosia was not at an age when one thinks of 
autumn or even of to-morrow. She was gazing 
at the shore, at the Turkish bath-house, past 
which the pirogue was slowly drifting. She was 
looking with admiration at the Bengal rose-trees, 
at the cascades, and at the graceful marble bridge 
with its open sides, — at all the beautiful details 
that make up the harmonious whole of Tsarsko^- 
S^lo. She was gazing at the elegant, distin- 
guished-looking crowd. She saw salutes ex- 
changed, and people stopping as they met for a 
brief chat. 

** And this is society," she said slowly. ** How 
I should like to be in it, and of iti " 

One must first be well brought up at home 
before one can go into the world," said Pierre 
sententiously. He was seated next her. 

He fully expected a sharp answer ; to his great 
surprise Dosia sighed heavily. It was a sigh of 
regret rather than of contrition ; but he could not 
know that 
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After a moment's silence the girl turned her 
head toward the Princess, without ceasing to use 
her oars. Is it true, Princess," she asked, that 
I have been so very badly brought up ? " 

She spoke in a low tone, and the Princess sat 
next her. Sophie answered in an equally low 
voice. 

No, my child ; not so badly as you now think. 
Badly enough, however, I must say/* 

" It is a great pity," sighed Dosia ; " but how 
can that prevent me from finding amusement in 
society like other girls ? You know that mamma 
is to bring me out this winter," 

** But it will prevent you, my dear, if you do 
not change. But have no fears; three months 
from now you will be — " 

"More endurable," muttered Pierre, bending 
over his oars. 

Dosia did not lift her head nor her eyes at this 
new impertinence, and her cousin began to feel 
somewhat anxious and uncomfortable at this un- 
wonted reserve. 

The party was now about to land. Plato first 
slipped from the boat, and offering his hand to 
each lady in succession, landed her in safety. 
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Dosia alone lingered behind with Monrief, who 
was busy taking his oar out of the water, — a task 
of some difficulty to him, who, not being born an 
admiral, lifted it with the blade flat instead of 
sideways. 

" Can you swim, cousin ? " she said gently, as 
she gathered up her dress in her left hand. 
* " Certainly I can," answered Pierre loftily. 

** Ah, well, now is your chance I" she cried, as 
she at one bound cleared the boat and reached the 
shore, without touching Plato's oiBfered hand. She 
instantly turned around with the quick, flashing 
movement of a kitten that runs after its tail, and 
quickly pushed the pirogue off from the shore. 

Pierre was standing ; the shock threw him on 
one knee; he caught at the edge of the boat, or 
he would have been thrown out. He looked for 
oars, but could find but one ; the others had been 
handed to the sailor who stood on the dock to 
receive them. He folded his arms, and looked 
moodily toward the party on shore. 

" Well," cried Plato, " do you intend to pass 
the night on the lake ? Shall I send you a 
guitar?" 
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** Send me rather a steam-tug," answered Pierre, 
lifting his solitary oar as a sign of distress. 

Dosia, with her head a little on one side, con- 
templated her work with evident satisfaction. 
The Princess was deeply annoyed, but the others 
laughed. 

Plato looked at Dosia with an ever growing 
conviction that Pierre had hidden nothing, and 
that the girl was a mere child. *^It is impossi- 
ble that she could thus trifle with a man who 
had ever once quickened the pulsations of her 
heart; it would be in the highest degree auda- 
cious ! " said the Count to himself. And he was 
so intensely gratified by this idea that his headache 
left him by degrees. As his doubts disappeared, 
his sufferings diminished, and he began to feel as 
light as a feather. 

There was no boat at hand that could be sent 
to the relief of the unfortunate Pierre, who was 
now drifting slowly toward the island — the de- 
serted island, alas I — in the centre of the lake, 
when, happily, a podoscaphey managed by one of 
his brother oflScers, hove in sight,'* — to use an 
appropiiate nautical term. 
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" Are you a new Columbus or an exile ? " cried 
the new-comer, 

** An exile, my dear fellow ; have the goodness 
to convoy me to the shore.'* 

Like a lost dog ? Here/' said the young officer 
gayly? ^^take the end of my handkerchief, and 
I will thus tow you to the haven where you 
would be.'* 

They thus, and with difficulty, ^ reached the 
shore, having caused a vast deal of amusement 
to the lookers-on. 

As his foot touched solid earth, Pierre bowed 
to his cousin with all the profound gratitude that 
was due to her. 

"You see," she said, with a slight shrug of 
her shoulders, " that I was right." 

" Right ? " asked Monrief ; " and in what re- 
spect ? " 

Right in thinking that, man as you are, you 
could not reach the shore without assistance. Had 
I been in your place, I would have swum to shore." 

Thanks, cousin ; such amusements may be to 
your taste, but I have no fancy for them," replied 
the young man, piqued by her disdain. 

"Come, children, do not quarrel any more,'* 
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said the Princess. Must one always be trying to 
make peace between you?" 

" By no means," cried Dosia ; " for peace be- 
tween us for any length of time is an impossibility. 
We have quarrelled from our infancy; we have 
never been able to endure each other — " 

A glance of malicious meaning from Pierre here 
arrested the full torrent of Dosia^s words. She 
colored furiously, and then hastily added, with 
her natural honesty and love of truth: 

** For any length of time, I mean." 

And Plato^s headache returned. 
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CHAPTER Xni. 
bosia's govsbnesses; 

IT was an hour after dinner. Conversation lan- 
guished I the Princess proposed to return to 
the Park, and the suggestion was eagerly accepted. 
The ladies who had come from St, Petersburg 
for the day, were escorted to the station, and the 
four remaining persons, Sophie, her brother, Pierre, 
and Dosia, took their seats under the linden-trees, 
the yellow blossoms of which smell so deliciously 
in June, and whose heavy shade is so acceptable 
throughout the whole summer. Plato sat a little 
apart with Dosia, as she wished to keep as far as 
possible from her cousin, whom she was now be- 
ginning to hate with a most hearty hatred. 

Mademoiselle Th^odosie," said the young Cap- 
tain, " what do you think of our Tsarskod ? " 

" It is charming," answered the girl ; " but if 
you do not wish me to modify my opinion, you 
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will never call me Thfeodosie. It is not my fault 
that I was christened with that odious name, and 
I do not see why I should be punished for a fault 
which is my parents*, and is not my own," 

" But it is not an odious name," answered Plato 
politely. . 

It is a name for a chambermaid, and I do not 
like it. Call me Dosia." 

"Very well I Mademoiselle Dosia, are you 
pleased with your day's amusement ?*' 

The young rebel hesitated. "Yes — and tiio," 
she said slowly and contemplatively. "For one 
day it will do very well, but as a permanent thing 
I must admit that I feel constrained: there is 
not liberty enough here." 

" And yet you wish to go into the world I It is 
unfortunate." 

" To be sure," she interrupted ; " but there are 
certain compensations I fancy." 

" Very few, as you will soon discover. But I 
am wrong in thus disturbing your illusions in ad- 
vance, you will lose them soon enough when the 
time comes." 

" That is precisely what my English governess 
said. You know that I had an English governess? " 
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** No, I was not aware of it. What do you say 
that this lady told you ? " 

" Oh, dear Miss Becky I You never saw any- 
thing as droll as she was. Picture to yourself, 
Count, a tall, tall creature, thin to a degree and 
angular in proportion. Every new dress she wore 
looked as if it were a century old. She tortured 
her hair into indifferent curls, and they soon hung 
straight about her face. Enormous red ears, in 
which dangled long lava ear-rings; and, teeth, 
which were as dead white and quite as long as her 
ear-rings. My dear Miss Becky, I adored her ! " 

''For how long?" 

**For two whole summers. Mamma engaged 
her for one summer, ^he was to teach us English, 
to converse in English, you understand; but as 
she was determined' to learn French, she paid 
little attention to her duties, while I amused my- 
self in cultivating her French." 

" She improved, then ? " 

" Immensely," answered Dosia, with her rippling 
laugh. 

" What did you teach her ? " 
**0h, little songs that my French governess 
had taught me ; ^ Little Bed Riding Hood," ' Master 



Digitized by Google 



128 



VOSIA. 



Crow/ and so on* But I changed the airs. She 
sang ^ Master Crow ' to the air of ^ Little Red 
Riding Hood;' and the expression of her face, 
with her eyes rolled up to the heavens above, was 
simply delicious; " and Dosia laughed a contented 
little laugh indicative of intense enjoyment. 

I can see that Miss Becky learned something 
of you," said Plato, smiling; "but what did she 
teach you?" 

" Oh, a host of things," answered Dosia with 
great gravity ; " the * Ballad of Sir Robin Gray,' 
the art of making landscapes with bread sauce, and 
stumps. You know what I mean ? No ? Well, 
then, you daub the paper all over, and then work 
in your lights by rubbing off the black with bread 
crumbs." 

Not a high style of art, to be sure. But what 
else?" 

" Oh 1 Philosophy — Moral Philosophy — and 
English Synonyms. That is about all." 

**It is something, certainly," answered Plato, 
with difiSculty preserving his gravity. " And your 
French governess, for what are you indebted to 
her?" 

^^Sbe," answered Dosia, shaking her head 



Digitized by Google 



DOSIA'S GOVERNESSES. 129 

mournfully, ^^she was an absolute revolutionist. 
She taught me History, and embroidery on net, — 
but I like tapestry work best, it is far more amus- 
ing, — ^Victor Hugo's poems, and the immortal prin- 
ciples of '89, That I understood at once. We read 
*The Girondists,' — I cried, and it waji delightful; 
I thought of nothing but the Goddess of Liberty, a 
Ted cap, and revolutions^ She could make sweet- 
meats, too ; and there never was her equal in the 
getting up of laces and embroideries. But I did 
not have her long ; mamma took it into her head 
that she made me more unmanageable than ever." 
" How so?'' 

" Why, you understand that I had adopted the 
political principles of my governess; so, when 
mamma forbade me to do anything without telling 
me why she issued such commands, I, of course, 
went at once and did the forbidden thing; and 
then there was a commotion." 

" And your governess, what did she say then ? " 
said Plato. 

She said I must obey mamma, because children 
owed submission of the most absolute nature to 
their parents and teachers ; and when I resisted, 
^hQ punished me. Then I said that there were 
9 
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evidently two sets of rales in this world: some 
that were good for those who governed, and others 
that were better for those who were governed; 
and that I liked the first best, and that I should 
hasten to take mj place among the rulers, it was 
much nicer." 

Plato laughed. 
From that time I took a dislike to theories* 
On paper they are very well, but when one has a 
head-strong pupil, something better than immortal 
principles is needed." 

Bravo I " said Plato. " You reason well. How 
long did your revolutionist remain with you? 

"Two years; and I regretted her departure 
more^than I can well tell you. She was decidedly 
the best of all our governesses. She was so kind 
and thoughtful for our comfort whenever her 
theories were out of her mind. I think she was — 
just a little — and the girl tapped her forehead 
with her dainty forefinger. 

** But," she resumed gayly, " she was really a 
good woman, generous in her impulses, and chari- 
table to a degree ; she gave everything she owned 
in the world to our poor peasantry, who were stran- 
gers both to her country and her principles. Bat 
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I liked still better the German goyemess who 
succeeded her." 

Plato was much amused at all this nonsense, 
but at this moment he turned his head. Behind 
him, his sister and Pierre were conversing with 
great animation. He looked back at Dosia. 

" Of what ai*e you thinking? " he asked gently. 

* Of my German governess. She was intensely 
droll. Her large mouth was full of fine senti- 
ments instead of the teeth she had lost. WaUen- 
$teinj Die Bduher^ and so on,were household-words 
with her. She insisted on my playing Schumann 
with her, and was a frightful bore ; and, finally, 
when it came to settling accounts with mamma, we 
found her as grasping as an old Jew. It wi|p she 
who made me take a dislike to a Myosotis soup." 

" A what ? " said Plato, in surprise. " What 
^ind of a soup do you designate by that name ? " 

" Don't you know ? Well, well I It is easy to 
see that no German governess had a hand in your 
education. This soup that I speak of is a potage 
composed of fine phrases, fine thoughts — noble 
thoughts, you understand, that come from the 
heart," she added, with a droll and audacious 
glance from out her laughing eyes. " Heaven and 
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the stars, disembodied spirits, and the angels thai 
bear away the souls of the dying to homes of fohss, 
— disillusions and enchantments, — duty and dis- 
interestedness, self-abnegation, and meeting in an- 
other and better world, and the lotus on the shores 
of the Ganges." Dosia gasped for breath as she 
finished this long sentence^ and then added more 
quietly, ** All this, you see, is Myosotis soup." 

" I understand," said Plato. "You have a most 
happy facility of expression, and leave no possi- 
bility of mistake in the minds of your hearers." 

Dosia looked at him for a moment, ready to take 
offence if he was laughing at her ; but she was 
evidently satisfied with her inspection, for she 
smiled contentedly. 

" Better than any one of the others, however, 
was my Russian governess; but she was with us 
only three days. She wore her hair cut shorty 
and she was really a most extraordinary person, 
and wore blue spectacles. When mamma saw on 
the school-room table an essay on 'Force and 
Matter,* she said in her most gentle, most wearied 
voice, * You may pack your trunks, mademoiselle,' 
and so the blue spectacles disappeared from our 
horizon." 
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"Tour education has certainly been a varied 
one," said Plato, not without some pity for this 
keen intelligence that had been so misdirected and 
badly cultivated. 

" Yes ; but it has done me no harm : it has 
ripened my judgment." 

No words can do justice to the tone with which 
this sage remark was uttered. It struck the young 
soldier as so utterly droll that he burst into irre- 
pressible laughter and sank on a bench. Dosia, 
astonished and more than a little vexed, stood (for 
they had started on their return to the house) 
looking at him, with her head a little on one side 
and her two slender, daintily gloved hands crossed 
before her. What did this outrageous laughter 
mean ? was evidently the question in her mind. 
Pierre and Sophie drew near, anxious to partici* 
pate in the amusement of the young man. Mon- 
rief required no explanation ; to him the attitude 
of Dosia was sufficiently eloquent. 

"Dosia has said some preposterous thing," he 
said to the Princess, with the most delighted ex- 
pression. "I have been looking for it all day 
long, ever since the morning." 
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Dosia's reply came as swift as an arrow from 
the bow. " You never kept us waiting so long." 

"Bravo I bravo I" cried Plato, when he was 
once more able to speak. " She has you there, 
Pierre." 

Her cousin lifted his hat from his head, and 
bowed to the ver3 ground. I have found my 
master,'' he said to Dosia. " From this day forth, 
my fair cousin, I lay down my arms and place 
them at your feet. I have no- longer strength to 
do battle against you." 

"It is well said," replied Dosia, with the calm 
condescension of a queen; "you are entirely right. 
This indicates in my cousin a most salutary fear, 
and promises better things for the future." 

They stood now in a broad open space on the 
shores of the lake, not far from the place where 
they had witnessed the regatta. The moon had 
risen and flooded the lake with a radiance so in- 
tense, a light so white, that it fairly made their 
eyes ache. 

" What a beautiful evening ! " murmured the 
Princess, seating herself at her brother's side. 
. " A night made expressly for lovers," answered 
Plato. " We outsiders should never put our heads 
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out of doors in such moonlight, for we are profane 
intruders/' 

He glanced at Dosia, watching for the effect of 
bis words. But the young girl, with her head 
thrown back, was gravely and earnestly looking 
full into the face of the moon. 

** Where are the days," she sighed, " when I 
believed in the man in the moon? Those were 
good days." 

How old were you ? " 

** Nine, I think." Every one laughed but Dosia 
herself. Tes," she resumed, it was at the same 
time that my father taught me to ride on his mag- 
nificent horse Negro, which he had brought from 
Caucasus— a horse that had belonged to a Geor- 
gian princess, and who would pick up a handker-' 
chief from the earth without stopping or slacken- 
ii^ his pace, even if on a full gallop. The dear 
creature I Never have I been so happy since. We 
went to ride together every night, and we looked at 
the moon. Papa said it had a door, and that occa- 
sionally the man in the moon opened the door and 
looked out to see what we were doing. Good 
heavens I how many times I fell flat in the avenue 
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because I would walk with my face turned up to 
the sky!" 

How many others have done the same I " said 
Plato, in a low, earnest voice, half to himself. 

Dosia turned toward him; her childish face 
lost its mutinous expression, and she answered 
gravely : 

One can endure a fall, if one has gained it by 
looking upward and toward heaven." 

Plato, in amazement, looked up. Dosia^s face, 
serene and sweet, seemed to him absolutely trans- 
figured. 

Do you think so ? " he said in the same low 
tone. 

His sister was explaining to Monrief the mecha- 
nism of a newly invented reaping-machine. 

My father told me, and I always had a blind, 
unreasoning faith in every word he uttered," con- 
tinued the young girl. He said a hundred times, 
• Never allow yourself to be discouraged by obsta- 
cles ; never be guilty of a meanness. Lift your 
eyes to an always loftier height.' " 

Your father was a good and honorable man/' 
interrupted Plato. 

Dosia gently laid her gloved hand on that of the 
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young officer and pressed it strongly, as if to utter 
the thanks that her trembling voice did not allow 
her to put into words. They were both silent for 
some few minutes. 

•* I rarely speak of my father," resumed Dosia« 
" At home I dare not : my mother begins to weep, 
and my sisters do not care. I was his Benjamin." 

** We two will talk of him, my child, whenever 
you wish. I shall be happy to trace in you, his 
favorite, any resemblance to him, and to deepen 
in your memory every childish recollection you still 
preserve of the happy days when you were blessed 
by his love." 

These words were carefully treasured by Dosia. 
During this time Pierre was really the happiest of 
men. Seated at the side of the Princess, he lis^ 
tened with intense enjoyment to her musical voice 
as it recapitulated the various merits of the reap- 
ing-machine. He was overwhelmed with admira* 
tion of its virtues, and was absolutely moved by 
tender emotion when he thought that it performed 
its daily task under the eyes of the Princess, Sud- 
denly he was struck by a dismal idea. 

"Are you soon going away?" he asked ab- 
ruptly. 
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In five days I must take your cousin back to 
your aunt, and from there I must make the rounds 
of my various country places." 

"And how long will you be gone?" asked 
Pierre in consternation. 

" For a month at least." 

"A month! Good IieavensI what shall I do 
with myself all that time ? " 

"Just what you did last year," said Sophie 
gently. 

" But at that time," answered Pierre, despon- 
dently, "I did not know you." 

" I will leave you some books." 

Sophie's voice had imperceptibly dropped as she 
uttered these words. There was silence for a few 
moments. 

"It is growing very late," said the Princess 
suddenly. 

The young men accompanied jbhe ladies to the . 
house, where they took a cup of tea, and sepa- 
rated. 

" Plato," said Pierre suddenly, as they regained 
their quarters, "your sister is an admirable per- 
son. I never saw so practical a woman, so sensible 
and so kind-hearted." 
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" There is no one like her in the world/' an- 
swered the Count quietly ; and there is but one 
Dosia Zaptine. My sister, however, has no 
prophet — she has only worshippers.'* 

Pierre dropped his head, and said not a word in 
reply. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

AN INVITATION, 

A FEW days later, the carriage of the Princess 
Sophie drew up at the famous piazza where 
Pierre had deposited Dosia with her astobished 
family* This same family, calm enough on this 
second occasion, welcomed them cordially, and the 
Princess gladly accepted the tea that was soon 
brought to her. 

"Has she given you much trouble?" asked Ma- 
dame Zaptine, designating with a cautious glance 
her young wilful daughter, who was partaking of 
the maternal tea with evident satisfaction, and with 
the most irreprofichable costume and manners. 

"My dear madame," answered Sophie, "she 
has given me no trouble at all, I do assure you." 

Dosia colored high with pleasure, but she did 
not speak. 
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Is it possible/' sighed Madame Zaptine ; and 
jftt home we know not what to do with her." 

A second flush mounted to the cheeks of the 
young rebel, and the satisfaction disappeared 
from her eyes; but she still preserved utter 
silence, 

' I think," said the Princess, gently, " that tho 
pystem of education you have adopted with her is 
not the one that is altogether suitable/' 

Madame Zaptine lifted her hands and eyes 
toward heaven in protestation. 

"I have employed no system whatever," she 
cried. I have nothing of that kind to reproach 
myself with." 

** Precisely," answered Sophie, without a smile ; 
** I think that a system well devised, arranged with 
strict regard to her characteristics and tastes — " 

^My late husband had a great aversion to 
systems," interrupted Madame Zaptine, putting 
her handkerchief to her eyes. "It was he who 
began the education of this unhappy child. Would 
that he had lived to complete his work I " 

The Princess saw that she could gain nothing 
in this way. Dosia, too, had a stormy look in her 
eyes, so Sophie hastened to fire her great gun. 
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** I am going away to-morrow. We are told that 
night brings counsel: dear madame, think over, 
then, to-ziight the proposition that I am about to 
make to you, and give me a reply in the morning. 
Will you confide Dosia to me for the winter ? I 
wish to take charge of her until you, as usual, 
come to pass three months in St. Petersburg. You 
will then yourself Introduce her into society.'* 

Dosia here jumped from her chair, which tumbled 
over, and ran to Sophie, nearly strangling her with 
the eager fervor of her embraces, while a deluge of 
cream and tea ran over the table. All the sisters 
uttered a simultaneous exclamation of horror. 

" You see. Princess," said poor Madame Zaptine, 
plaintively. 

Sophie laughed. 
It is a trifle not worth talking about,'' she 
said, as she drew Dosia to a seat at her sidel We 
will soon change all that. I do not pretend to be 
able to replace your mother, my child." 

*' I hope not," murmured Dosia. 
But," continued the Princess to Madame Zap- 
tine, " I am sure that Dosia will become quite per- 
fect if you will trust her to me. She has passed a 
week under my roof, and has broken nothing, I 
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assure you, nor been guilty of any piece of care* 
lessness, or of disrespect." 

It is the air of this mansion, apparently, that 
inspires her," said the eldest sister, sharply. 

Dosia was the beauty as well as the youngest of 
the family, consequently was not a favorite with 
her sisters. She was about to make a hasty reply. 
Her kind friend Sophie looked at her, and put 
her finger on her lip. Dosia smiled and was 
silent. This self-control, however, did not prevent 
the girl from drawing down the corners of her 
mouth, and looking at her sisters, after a fashioii 
which they perfectly well understood, as soon as 
the Princess turned away her eyes. Madame Zap- 
tine passed a restless night. The hope of seeing 
Dosia perfect was extremely tempting to the good 
lady, but her delicacy shrank from delegating to 
another a task which she herself had found so 
difficult and well-nigh impossible. In the morn- 
ing she opened her heart to Sophie, who succeeded 
in removing her scruples, and obtained from her 
hostess the promise that Dosia should be sent to 
her immediately on her return to St. Petersburg. 

The important point settled, Sophie turned her 
attention to Dosia, and endeavored to inculcate in 
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her a spirit of charity and kindness toward her 
sisters ; but she did not make any very great prog- 
ress in this direction, and finally contented herself 
by Extorting from the girl a promise, on her word 
of honor, " not to begin a quarrel." The youthful 
rebel gave this promise, and kept hex word, but 
not without infinite difficulty. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

IN ST. PETBBSBUBG. 

AUTUMN had really arrived. In spite of the 
assiduous and persistent efforts of the gar- 
dener, the dead leaves, scattered by October winds, 
covered the lake in scarlet and russet patches. 
Tsarsko^-S61o was almost deserted. Several per- 
sons attached to the court, alone continued to re- 
side in the low wooden houses, which in summer 
were so attractive by reason of their clambering 
roses and flowering vines, but so dreary in winter, 
with their chintz-covered furniture whoso gay 
flowers seemed to shiver under the sharp north 
wind that whistled through the ill-fitting door and 
loosely-hung windows. 

On her return, the Princess established herself 
with her Lares and Penates in her home in the 
10 
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city. Plato went at once to welcome her, but 
Monj'ief dared not go with his friend. The un- 
ceremonioas ease of their summer life was over. 
The frequent visits, so much a matter of course in 
the country, were now impossible, for the Princess, 
absorbed by her relatives and her social duties, 
would probably, Pierre thought, view his visits 
with very different eyes. 

Under his self-examination, Pierre decided that 
he was stupid, ignorant, and awkward, and asked 
himself why a woman so distinguished and attrac- 
tive as Sophie could endure his conversation and 
presence. 

The regiment was established in winter-quarters, 
and Pierre, after hesitating forty-eight hours, at 
last leaped the Rubicon, and called on the Princess 
Sophie one rainy afternoon, when he was quite 
sure of finding her at home. 

The clock had just struck four.. As he went up 
the stairs he heard the sound of a piano vigorously 
attacked. Pierre presented himself, pale, and with 
his heart beating quickly. The servant in the 
ante-room said, "Yes, the Princess received." He 
entered. At the extreme end of the grand salon, 
where it was very dark, for the shortest days of the 
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year were near at hand, two ladies were seated at 
the piano playing a duet. 

The piano stopped ; the Princess arose and 
advanced to meet her visitor. He, more agitated 
than befitted a cavalry ofiScer, bowed profoundly 
over the beautiful hand that was extended to 
greet him, and he was soon seated at a small oval 
table with his hostess. A lamp was brought in, 
the heavy shade of which only permitted the light 
to fall in a narrow circle around the table. The 
lady at the piano had not moved ; her presence 
embarrassed the young man ; he did not know 
what to say, or what to leave unsaid. Every idea 
seemed to have taken leave of him. He felt the 
need of saving appearances, and boldly started 
forth on every imaginable subject. He talked of 
the opera, of the theatre, of Mademoiselle Dela- 
porte, and of Madame Pasca ; declared in one 
breath that he was in love with one of the stars 
of the ballet, and in the next that he had never 
seen her. 

The Princess, her lips parted with a half smile, 
and her hands lightly clasped on her knee, with 
her dignified head thrown forward, listened to him 
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with attention, but with a certain air of doubt and 
incredulity. 

Pierre was at the end of his resources. The 
lady at the piano behind him, who had not yet 
moved, seemed the personification of tacit re- 
proach. " Do you never mean to go away ? '* the 
motionless figure seemed to say. 

The unhappy youth settled his spurs under his 
chair, preparatory to making a move : it was not 
more than five miputes and a half since his en- 
trance, but he had contrived to utter at least 
twenty foolish things, and this he realised most 
acutely. A sharp note, struck on the pianoforte 
by the mute lady, jarred his every nerve. 

He jumped, snatched his white cap, and rose. 
The Princess began to laugh. Pierre looked at 
her in amazement, and asked himself if it was 
Sophie who was so very rude as to laugh at his 
discomfiture in his very face. 

The lady at the piano rose slowly, came out 
from her corner and into the full gleam of the 
light from the lamp. The Princess still laughed 
her silvery laughter. 

" Dosia ! '* cried Monrief, absolutely startled ; 
"am I dreaming?'^ 



Digitized by Google 



IN sr. PETERSBURG. 



149 



" Call it BO, if you choose, my beloved cousin. 

'I avoid her eyeiywhere, and eyeiywhere she pursues me,' 

as the French poet says. I am not even a night- 
mare, for I do not like the word ; it is an ugly, 
plebeian epithet — you understand.'' 

Pierre, still much disturbed, assented with a 
gesture ot the head. 

" And yon are here ? '* he asked, struggling to 
regain his self-possession. 

Tes ; although you have not been able to see 
me, my dear cousin.'' 

The Princess again, at this reply, went off into 
a fit of laughter. 

"How long shall you be here?" continued 
Pierre. 

** For the whole winter, my respected cousin ; • 
and I am entirely at your service," replied Dosia 
with the greatest gravity, dropping a peasant's 
courtesy. 

" I congratulate you, and I am charmed to hear 
it," stammered Pierre. 

"That is not true," said Dosia, shaking her 
head and her forefinger, sententiously ; " but it is 
a very good thing to say, nevertheless. We will 
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excuse the falsehood on account of the politeness 
of your intentions." And she took a chair in 
front of him. 

Resume yonr seat, sir," said the Princess, who 
at last had recovered her self-possession ; it must 
not be said that this little girl has been able to 
put you to flight." 

In fact, Pierre was strongly tempted to depart ; 
but upon the invitation of the Princess he reseated 
himself, and began to talk, but in so disconnected 
a manner, that at the end of twenty words he 
stopped short, in a great state of discomfort. 

"I forgive you," said the hard-hearted little 
Dosia ; to be sure you are somewhat wandering 
- in your style, and very contradictory in your 
matter, but I will endeavor to be lenient in my 
judgment, as I ascribe all these faults to your 
overwhelming joy at once more beholding me. 
My presence was an unexpected pleasure to you, 
I therefore will retire." 

She rose. " You will be pleased to notice," she 
added, that I am expressing myself in extremely 
classical French, that each adjective is accompa*' 
nied by its substantive. It is to the Princess 
Sophie that this happy change is due. May this 
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benevolent fairy touch you, in your turn, with her 
wand, and restore a little order to your grammar 
and also to your ideas, for you seem to me to be 
singularly in need of her assistance." 

She left the room, not hastily, but with the glid* 
ing grace of a sylph. Pierre followed her with 
his eyes, and when the door had closed upon her, 
breathed a sigh of profound relief. 

" Grief? " said the Princess gently, with a tinge 
of mischief in her voice. 

" Delight ! '* answered the young man energeti* 
cally. She affects me in the strangest way. 
All the time she is there, I feel as if I were a 
target at which she was about to let fly a suc- 
cession of arrows." 

" The comparison is very just," replied Sophie, 
smiling ; ** but why do you tease her so ? " 

*^My dear madame, this time I am sure you 
will admit that I was not in fault." 

The smile of the Princess was so sweet, so full 
of almost maternal tenderness, that Pierre riveted 
his eyes upon her, utterly fascinated. 

She pretended to be unaware of this. 
Let us have a little talk now. All that you 
have hitherto said to-day really counts for noth- 
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ing. Suppose we begin again I Have you read 
my books?" 

Pierre lingered an hour with the Princess, and 
found means to induce her to forget the many 
very foolish things he had said. 

The next day, meeting his friend Sourof, Pierre 
stopped him. 

Traitor I " he said, half in jest and half in 
earnest, ^^why did you conceal from me that 
Dosia was with your sister?" 

Because we wished to give you an agreeable 
surprise." 

Pierre shook his head doubtfully. 

" Were you not pleased to meet your cousin 
again ? " asked the Count, with the most innocent 
au* in the world. 

Indeed I was not. You know. Count, that 
we cannot endure each other." 

** I wish that I were absolutely certain of that," 
muttered the young officer. 

Monrief examined him from head to foot, with 
wide-open eyes of astonishment. 

" Is it absolutely true what you say ? " asked 
the Count earnestly and with a forced smile. 
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•* Absolutely/' returned Pierre promptly. 

*'So mucli the better then for you both, for never 
were two persons less intended for each other by 
nature than you and your cousin Dosia." 

" That is quite true," answered Pierrtf ; " and 
I thank Heaven daily for my happy escape." 



Digitized by Google 



154 



DOSIA. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

FBIEKDLY ADHONmOKS. 

MONRIEF, who was now absolutely be- 
witched by the Princess, could not keep 
away from her presence. He haunted the house 
forever. Dosia had ceased to annoy him and could 
not keep him away. His visits were generally, 
however, paid in the evening, when he was 
accompanied by Plato. The young girl took little 
or no notice of her cousin, beyond that of 
occasionally launching at his head some epigram- 
matic phrase, or aggressive question. 

Dosia officiated at the tea-table, and had arrived 
at such a degree of perfection in her duties that 
she was able to perform them without tipping over 
the cream-jug, or scalding herself or any one else 
from the samovar. She insisted on herself cutting 

the thinnest possible slices from the loaf at the 
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expense at first of several gashes on her pretty 
fingers, but practice finally made her perfect. 

Plato had done much toward bringing the little 
rebel to submission; he lectured her and boldly 
took her to task for her sins of omission and com- 
mission, and these admonitions she received with 
the amiability of a dove. 

One evening, when alone with her in the 
dining-room, he was administering a lengthy 
reprimand with a certain feeling of secret annoy- 
ance that assailed him sometimes when Dosia, 
silent and submissive, listened to his words with 
a pleased air. He was tempted at such times to 
lose his temper, and he even longed to shake her 
as he would a mischievous boy. But in reality 
her conduct was irreproachable. She made no 
saucy replies, took no offence. Impelled by a 
sudden gust of anger, he lost his patience, as he 
looked at her rosy, smiling face. 

"I am not saying this to give you pleasure,'* 
he said a little roughly. 

The girl turned her bright, sweet face toward 
him. 

like to have you lecture me,'^ she said 
gently. 
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^ And 80 you persist in doing just the things 
that — Plato suddenly stopped, he felt that he 
was going too far. 

Not at all ; it is simply that the fact of your 
taking the trouble to lecture me proves that you 
take an interest in me," said Dosia with a candor 
that disarmed the fault-finder. Since I lost my 
dear father, no one has cared enough to take the 
trouble to reprove me. I have been scolded, to be 
sure, but that is a far different matter. Tou and 
the Princess have been so kind, and I so deeply 
feel your kindness.** The girl's voice trembled ; 
she stopped, tried to go on, but finally burst into 
tears. Before Plato could speak in reply, she had 
fled from the room ; he heard a rustle of silk, the 
closing of the door, and he was alone. 

The young man was deeply concerned and 
troubled. He sat for a time absorbed in thought. 
**Tes,*' he said to himself, ^^I am interested in her, 
but only to the extent of wishing to see her loved 
and respected by all about her. I wish to think 
of her as perfect, and to watch her gradual 
development into the woman she was destined 
by nature to become.'* 

Pierre Monrief appeared in the doorway; he 
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was already in his friend's thoughts. The Princess 
came in with him and rang for tea. Dosia entered 
in a few moments, and took her place before the 
tray that was filled with cups. Her eyes were 
bright with unshed tears, and a richer color than 
usual indicated her recent emotion. She over- 
whelmed the Princess with affectionate demonstra- 
tions all the evening, but carefully avoided even 
a look at Plato. 

He had an instinctive feeling that the caresses 
and loving words lavished upon his sister were his 
by right, and he consequently grew unreasonably 
discontented, and finally vented his ill-humor on 
Monrief. 

"What have I done to you?** said the latter, 
as they walked together down the street. 

**Tou weary ine with your questions,** replied 
Plato. "Has not a man the right to be out of 
temper without accounting for it ? '* Then 
repenting of his unwonted surliness, he frankly 
extended his hand to the young man. 

"Forgive me,** he said, "it is merely one of 
my periodical fits. You know that I am a little 
whimsical.** 
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" All right I replied Pierre, cordially. " Poor 
Dosia! do you intend to lecture her again?*' 

Plato turned on his heel and strode off, while 
Monrief remained in the firmer conviction that 
his friend was indeed growing more and more 
whimsical each day. But when he was in one 
of these moods, there was nothing to be done 
about it but wait until he was himself again, 
and this Pierre had discovered long since. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

A F&TE IN PBOSPECT. 

WE are arranging a superb fSte on the Eng- 
lish skating-rink,*' said Monrief to the Prin- 
cess one evening. " The imperial family will be 
present, and it promises to be a very brilliant af« 
fair. Will you come ? " 

The Princess smiled. I renounced the pomps 
and vanities some time ago," she said. 

But,*' cried Dosia from the sofa, where she sat 
curled up closely to her good friend with all the 
grace of a young kitten, I have renounced noth- 
ingl" 

*^Ah, that is true enough!" muttered her 
cousin. 

The girl shook her finger at him without saying 
one word. He bowed low in mute apology, and 
she resumed : 
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** Then, having renounced nothing, I may aspire 
to everything, may I not ? " Seeing only the kind 
smiles that welcomed this sally, she was encour- 
aged to continue. *^And I should like much to 
he present at your fSte. How can that be man- 
aged?" 

Pierre slowly drew from his pocket a square 
envelope, and held it high above his cousin's head» 
Give it to me I " she cried ; ** give it to me ! " 

But Pierre had too long indulged his natural 
love of teasing her, now to yield gracefully and at 
once ; but Dosia jumped upon a chair, caught the 
paper, and was on the floor again before the Prin- 
cess or Plato, who looked highly displeased, could 
utter a syllable of expostulation. 

" Mademoiselle Dosia Zaptine," she read. " Ah! 
how pretty that looks on the envelope I I de- 
light in receiving letters, they are so amusing I I 
wish I had a dozen every day." 

" What do you wish to read in them ? " said 
Pierre, jestingly. 

" Anything or nothing : I only care about seeing 
my name on the exterior." 

I advise you," said the Princess, " to address 
a heap of envelopes to yourself." 
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** O, no,". answered Dosia, "that would not do, 
for there would be no surprise in that ; and I adore 
surprises, even if they are of the most trivial de- 
scription.*' 

" Do you mean, then," said Plato in a low tone 
under his moustache, " that you prefer all those 
things which are trifles and without results ? " 

Dosia turned slowly toward him with a some- 
what astonished air, then suddenly and with great 
gravity laid the envelope on the table, without 
opening it. 

*' Let me see the invitation," said the Princess 
gayly, seeking to do away with the effects of the 
harsh words uttered by Plato, words that had evi- 
dently deeply wounded the girl. 

Then Dosia, with downcast eyes, took up the 
envelope, broke the seal, and drew from within a 
pretty card. An exclamation of delight was looked 
for, but none came. The Princess had even drawn 
the lace flounces of her robe more closely about 
her, to protect them from the tumultuous joy of the 
girl ; but she was strangely silent. Dosia slowly 
turned the card over, to be certain that there was 
nothing on the other side, and then returned it 
to the envelope. The Princess cast a glance at 
11 
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Plato, that seemed to say, You have-spoiled her 
pleasure/' Plato felt the well-merited reproach* 

**Can you skate, Miss Dosia?'' he asked in a 
grave and musical voice, so gentle, and almost ten- 
der in its tone, that his sister and Pierre recog* 
nized it with difficulty* 

The girl lifted her sad eyes to his; but Pierre 
spoke before she could reply. 

She skates," he said, ^ as if she had English 
blood in her veins. Can I offer higher praise 
than that?" 

*^You know nothing about it," cried Dosia, 
eagerly. 

I humbly beg your pardon, my little cousin ; 
I have seen you skate a thousand times, a dozen 
years ago." 

''Ah I" said Dosia, making a little face, ''that 
counts for nothing; that was on the pond, with 
my first skates, when I was but seven years old. 
I can do much better now." 

" Then I must ask," returned Pierre, " how that 
can well be. You were then as perfectly at home 
on the ice as on this floor. You skate on your 
feet still, I suppose; or have you adopted the 
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American feushion of getting over the ice on your 
head?" 

Dosia did not condescend to make any reply; 
but Plato laughed, and the Princess, seeing that 
harmony was restored, now asked for an invitation 
for herself, which also emerged, folded and di- 
rected, from Monrief s pocket. 

" I did not present them," he said, " when I first 
came in, for I was unwilling to run the risk of a 
refusal." 

**How extremely prudent I" exclaimed Plato. 

How unnaturally wise I I really fear for your 
health or your sanity, my friend." 

It was agreed that these four should make their . 
appearance together at this fSte, the two ladies 
wearing costumes exactly alike of violet velvet* 
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CHAPTER XVni- 

THB 8KATIKG-BIKK. 

ON the day indicated — it was in the middle 
of January — many were the beautiful 
eyes that interrogated the thermometer from noon 
until sunset. That watched thermometer would 
not go up ; it stood immovable at fourteen below, 
and for an open-air fSte indicated weather a trifle 
severe. All the mammas spent the day in declar* 
ing that they would not go. " It was folly,** they 
said, *^to risk catching neuralgia or inflammation 
of the lungs for two hours' amusement.** Then a* 
general with white hair, the father of two or three 
pretty children, ordered his young wife to remain 
in the house. When a woman has a family," he 
said, *^all needless peril is to be avoided.'* 

The thermometer fell two degrees about nine 
o'clock, and a procession of carriages and sleighs 
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deposited at the rink a multitude of girls accom- 
panied by their mammas, and of young married 
women protected by their generals ; and singularly 
enough, neither mammas nor generals looked as 
if they came reluctantly, for their faces beamed 
with smiles, and their air was courteous in the 
extreme. ** No," they said, " it is not cold ; " and 
later still they ventured on a regret that the 
weather was not more severe. 

As the Princess and Dosia had neither mammas 
nor generals to order them to remain under shel- 
ter, there was nothing to interfere with their 
movements. They therefore left their carriage on 
the Quai Anglais, and descended the steps cut in 
the ice, over which had been sifted the finest of 
sand, and found themselves on the N^va. The 
space reserved for the rink was a rectangle of a 
hundred and fifty metres, by about seventy-five in 
width. A wall built of blocks of ice three feet 
high, in the fissures of which had been placed tall 
evergreens, enclosed three sides ; the fourth was 
formed of a raised gallery built after the style of 
a Russian i%la^ and covered, of course, with a 
roof. Here were the dressing-rooms and the buf- 
fet, both slightly warmed by portable furnaces. 
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A special boudoir was reserved for ladies ; nothing 
was lacking : toilette tables, covered with the cus- 
tomary appliances ; mirrors, pictures, and flowers ; 
curtains and hangings of scarlet cloth ; luxurious 
seats. All, even the warmth of the atmosphere, 
was like an ordinary salon. 

A similar room had been arranged for the espe- 
cial use of the imperial family, for several of the 
grand-duchesses had promised to accompany their 
brothers or husbands on this day. 

A raised platform, decorated with evergreens, 
stood opposite the door of entrance, and contained 
the orchestra. A rope hung with glittering globes 
formed festoons all around the rink, and each one 
of these white globes was the centre of half a 
dozen smaller ones of different hues. And two 
round towers, five or six metres in height, were 
made of blocks of ice cut into many angles, and 
served as light-houses, within which soldiers were 
ordered to send off, at stated intervals, Bengal 
lights. . Nothing can give the idea of the magical 
effect of these colored fires seen through the ice, 
that caught the light only to dissipate it again. 
Torches flamed wildly, and just as the imperial 
family reached the Quai, an electric light was 
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thrown full on the superb toilettes and upon the 
gorgeous uniforms. 

The orchestra played a waltz. Several daring 
couples moved off, holding each other by the hand, 
describing circles much larger than those of a 
salon, but just as regular. 

This waltz was a mere interlude ; the great 
event of the evening was to be a double set of the 
Lancers, of which numerous rehearsals had taken 
place the day before. 

The ladies had arranged their toilettes among 
themselves, so that all should be in harmony. In 
one quadrille the ladies were in white velvet 
trimmed with Astrakan of immaculate whiteness ; 
a second had chosen light blue, ornamented with 
Gibeline. The third were in wine-colored uni- 
forms, with furs of chinchilla. The fourth wore 
dark-blue velvet bordered with swan's down. 

The dancers, all on skates, moved with less 
velocity than on a waxed floor ; the time of the 
music settled that. Dosia, who was not in the 
quadrilles, looked on the spectacle with intense 
delight. 

Are you pleased ? " asked the Princess, who 
did not skate. 



Digitized by Google 



168 



DOSIA. 



Indeed I am I *' cried the girL It is abso« 
lately charmiDgl like faiij-land itself. I never 
dreamed of anything like it." 
. It is a sight to be seen, I fancy, nowhere but 
here,*' said Plato, coming toward them. "We 
are the only people in Europe who have a Ndva, 
— money enough to pay for such a fSte, and the 
folly necessary to conceive the mere idea of it." 

Dosia smiled. " So we are an insane nation, 
are we ? " she asked. 

" I think so," answered the Count. ** Who but 
ourselves would do so mad an act as to dance the 
Mazurka on this sheet of ice, where if one falls 
it is at the risk of breaking a limb or even the 
head." 

** But one can also," interrupted Dosia eagerly, 
" break a limb, or even the head, on a well-waxed 
floor while dancing the same Mazurka to this same 
orchestra." 

The brother and sister laughed. 

" Dancing is a pernicious sin," continued Dosia, 
with the greatest gravity. " We are forced to this 
belief each day we live. And this is why Count 
Plato never dances and never skates?" 

We shall never know what the Count would 
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have said in reply, for Pierre suddenly threw him- 
self into their midst. 

** Are you cold, ladies ? " he asked anxiously. 

They hastened to assure him of their entire 
comfort. 

*^The thermometer is falling fast; it is now 
eighteen degrees, and by midnight it will probably 
be twenty below.'* 

But we, fortunately, shall be at home by that 
time," said the Princess. 

At this moment delicious hot tea was served, 
and most welcome it was. 

Several friends approached ; the quadrille was 
over. The crowd dispersed, while a second band 
replaced the first, and played music of a somewhat 
higher order.. 

Each skater wore, fastened to his button-hole, 
a small, round lantern, about as large as a five- 
franc piece ; and these looked like fire-fiies, as 
they shot to and fro. Taking advantage of their 
opportunity, servants watered the surface of the 
rink with hot water ; a light steam arose, disap- 
peared, and the ice, smoother than ever, presented 
a surface without a scratch. 

It is delightful here to-night," said an aid-de<» 
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camp, as he approached the Princess to pay his 
respects. This fSte is far more brilliant than the 
last." 

"To what do you attribute the difference ? 
asked Sophie. 

**To your presence, madame,.of course," an- 
syFcred the gallant cavalier. 

Dosia pinched her friend's arm lightly, and 
turned away to hide a smile. Monrief was equally 
amused, and as their eyes met they had the great* 
est difficulty to restrain their laughter. 

" Without wishing to underrate my sister's mer- 
its," said Plato, always to be depended upon in 
moments of danger, " I must say that the temper- 
ature probably counts for something. What was 
the weather then ? " 

** Not a breath of wind, and twenty-four degrees 
Reaumur. But we had very few ladies present, 
and the affair was in the highest degree dreary — 
very dreary — melancholy, in fact ; and the aid- 
de-camp sighed. 

Dosia, who had taken off her skates, pulled her 
cousin by the sleeve, and ran off. Pierre followed 
her in astonishment, and found her in a corner^ 
laughing to exhaustion. 
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When she recovered she said, " O why cannot 
I be as decorous as other girls I The Princess 
will say that I am yery unmannerly ; but really it 
was not my fault, — the man was so preposterous 
with his dreary fStes. But come," she added, 

put on my skates ; I dare not go back there, for 
I shall laugh in the creature's face/' 

Pierre, on his knees befoie his pretty cousin, tight- 
ened her straps, and then arranged his own ; and 
off they went, making sweeping curves over the ice. 

" Where is Dosia ? " asked the Princess. 

** There she is, skating with M. Monrief," re- 
plied the aid-de-camp. " They are charming," he 
added, adjusting his eye-glasses with a knowing 
air. They look as if they were made for each 
other. Is there not something serious going on 
there?" 

Plato turned suddenly very pale, and bit his lips 
to restrain the words that sprang to them. The 
Princess, who understood the world, knew too 
much to refute this idea with too great energy, 
and therefore contented herself with a . simple 
denial ; for it often happens that reiterated denials 
merely transform vague suppositions to absolute 
convictions. 



Digitized by Google 



172 



DOSIA. 



I do uot think,'' she said, that siieh an idea 
has ever entered the head of any one." 

The stout aid-de-camp now rose to carry else- 
where his ponderous gallantries, and took leave 
of the Princess, leaving behind him the sting of a 
cruel doubt. 

How many times had Plato said to himself that 
these young people ought to love each other ; that 
perhaps they did so now without knowing it 
themselves! How many times had he thought 
himself that it would be a very happy arrange- 
ment, and in this way Dosia's girlish error would 
in no degree affect her future. But now the idea 
of this made him miserable, cruel to her, intolerant 
to others. Must his whole future life be spoiled 
by the fancies of this little girl ? 

And while he stood thus buried in thought^ 
of no pleasing character, the two cousins flew past 
him like two birds. 

Plato, I am very tired," said Sophie, who read 
his thoughts, and wished to turn them into a dif- 
ferent channel. 

He rose in silence and went in search of the 
coachman, and then returned to his sister. 

" Dosia I " called Sophie gently, as she leaned 
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over the railing by the cloak-room, just as the 
cousins passed. 

The young girl turned her face toward the 
Princess, and what a face it was I It seemed the 
very embodiment of careless gayety, radiant as it 
was with exercise, amusement, and the keen air. 
And Plato suffered in silence. 

" I an^ tired, my dear ; will you come home ? " 

Without replying, Dosia dropped on the long 
wooden bench that ran the whole length of the 
gallery, and held out her little foot to Pierre, signi- 
fying to him that she wished her skates removed. 

Thanks ! she said, when he had finished ; I 
have had a charming evening." 

Sophie and her brother now came to join them. 
Dosia remarked the serious expression of their 
faces. 

"You do not look well," she said, with that 
warm sympathy that rendered her so irresistibly 
fascinating. 

" That is no matter," grumbled Plato, ** if you 
have been amused." 

" We have been sitting still," said the Princess, 
** and we are cold ; that is all." 

"I beg ten thousand pardons," murmured the 
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penitent little Dosia. I have been inexcusably 
selfish." 

The grand-duchesses retired, and the crowd* 
escorted them with torches to their carriages. 
Our friends were obliged to wait a few moments. 
The rink was almost deserted, and the surface of 
the ice looked nearly black in contrast to the 
vivid flame of the Bengal lights which glowed and 
palpitated upon the Quai. Dosia felt a sudden and 
unaccountable depression. 

No pleasure, no happiness endures long,'' she 
said to herself. Why is it that, having done no 
harm to any, having done nothing wrong, I feel at 
this moment utterly miserable and discontented 
with all the world.'' She entered the salon of the 
Princess withoij| having spoken a word. The 
next day she apologized to the Princess for her 
thoughtlessness and want of consideration for 
those who were so kind to her. Her hot tears 
fell fast when she accused herself of selfishness. 

The Princess consoled her as best she could, 
and profited by this occasion to read her a little 
sermon. 

** Be more reserved with your cousin," she said ; 
** every one does not know that you have been 
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companions from infancy. I was even asked, yes- 
terday, if you were not his^rw^e." 

Dosia's face, which was scarlet by this time, 
now assumed an expression of anger. 

But I detest him, madame, and he cannot en- 
dure me. How can people be so stupid I " 

But the whole world, my child, can hardly be 
expected to know whom you detest," replied the 
Princess, with a half repressed smile. Tour mu- 
tual hatred does not prevent your skating to- 
gether." 

Ah, my dear friend I " began Dosia, in stam- 
mering confusion. 

Do not detest him, my dear, but treat him 
precisely as you do every one else ; that is all that 
is necessary." 

^^But that is a very difficult thing to do," sighed 
the girl. But tell me, is the Count vexed with 
ue?" 

The Princess was silent in her turn, and con- 
fused for a moment. She hesitated. 

^^He is never vexed with you, Dosia; but 
sometimes he is a little shocked." 

I will never do so again," sobbed Dosia, like 
a naughty child ; never again I Only tell him 
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that I say 60^ please ; and tell him not to be .angry 
with me." 

Plato was informed of these naive words, and 
had no longer the courage to keep up his reserve 
toward her. His kindly manner therefore brought 
back the smiles that very day to Dosia's dimpled 
tips* 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

UABBOKS OLA0£s. 

THE winter advanced rapidly. The succes- 
sion of marriages that always follow close 
on Christmas festivities had duly taken place. 
Lent was near at hand, and Dosia was promoted 
to trained dresses. 

This event, looked forward to by her as the 
most important of her life, found her when it 
came comparatively indifferent. She had antici- 
pated the looking back to see the rich folds of her 
silks rustling in billowy lines over the carpet, but 
she now experienced none of the delight she had 
expected, none of the triumph, none of the pride. 
She had felt them all in advance. In short, Do- 
sia^s first trained dress was a disappointment. 
Other wishes, other thoughts had gained the as- 
cendency. 

12 
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"How she has changed," sighed Monrief one 
day, as he took his seat by the side of the Prin- 
cess on a little tabouret so low that the handle 
of his sword touched his chin. " She was infi- 
nitely more amusing a while ago,** he continued, 
pensively. 

"Those were joyous days, were they not?" said 
the Princess, teasingly. 

Notwithstanding the passionate denials of the 
young man, Sophie continued, with a certain ear- 
nestness in her tones: 

"Do you not regret now that you did not 
marry her?" 

" Ah, madame I " replied Monrief, in a reproach- 
ful tone, more seriously than the occasion seemed 
to demand. 

Sophie went on. 

" It is not too late yet, perhaps," she said, with- 
out looking at Pierre. 

He was silent. He was playing with the gold 
tassels on his sabre, and their jingle was all the 
sound in the room. 

The Princess grew nervous, and began to tlirn 
over the morning's paper that lay unfolded on the 
table. 
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"Weill" she said, seeing that Monrief would 
not speak. 

"I think,'* he replied in a low voice, "that 
while it may be amusing to Dosia to be the tor- 
ment of some poor mortal, that — " 

He hesitated, and coughed as if to clear his 
throat. The Princess did not lift her eyes. 

Pierre went on. "I really do not know why 
you speak in this way ; I have not deserved it. 
It seems to me that I can never make any one 
believe that I do not love Dosia." 

The Princess laughed a sharp, nervous laugh, 
which was suddenly checked. Pierre still did not 
meet her eyes, and the metal tassel still jingled 
against the scabbard of his sabre. 

" I shall not marry," he continued gravely, " be- 
cause I consider that a man who marries without 
love commits the gravest possible error toward 
himself, as well — " 

" You are very severe," said the Princess, try- 
ing to smile; but she had not the courage for 
jesting, and quickly relapsed into silence. 

" The gravest possible error," he resumed, " as 
well as the most foolish, because the punishment 
follows swiftly and surely." 
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" But," said Sophie, coloring, " do you consider 
yourself sheltered for life from the arrows of the 
malicious little god?" 

Pierre rose from his chair. "The woman whom 
I love," he said, *' is one wjiom I dare not hope to 
marry. Nevertheless, her image will preserve me 
from many errors. I prefer to live alone rather 
than profane the heart that I have laid at her feet, 
wholly, entirely, and hopelessly." 

And Pierre bowed loW before the silent Prin- 
cess, his spurs jingling as he took one step toward 
the door. 

Sophie hesitated for a moment, and then rising 
from her chair, extended her hand to the young 
man with a gesture that was almost regal. " He 
who has these sentiments," she said in a low 
voice, " may easily be mistaken in the depth and 
duration of his passion." 

Pierre's lips parted. 

"But," she continued, "if he be sincere, if he 
really has given his whole heart, and is willing to 
consecrate his whole life to her service, there is 
not a woman in the world who would not feel 
grateful for such devotion." 

Monrief looked at her in bewilderment. 
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** You are young," she added, " to talk of 
eternity ; " and a faint smile played on her lips, 
lighting up her lovely face as with a gleam of 
sunshine. But if the trials and temptations of 
life," she continued, are not too much for you, 
if you re£tlly feel all that you claim to feel, you 
have the right to aspire to the heart and hand of 
any woman who lives." 

She passed him with a slight Inclination of her 
dignified head, and left the rocmi. Pierre found 
himself on the Quai without knowing in the least 
how he got out of the house. He hurried on, 
looking neither to the right nor to the left, ab- 
sorbed in thought, for he was unable to grasp the 
full meaning of the words he had heard. 

^^It is impossible," he said to himself; ^^I am 
mistaken ; and yet she is no coquette* But she 
would never, I am sure — " 

The next evening, as soon as his duties released 
him, Monrief went to Sophie. He determined to 
ask for a private interview, wherein he hoped to 
obtain a more positive hope, and absolute encour- 
agement; but to his infinite disappointment he 
found a gay circle assembled in the salon. 

Plato met him in the ante-room. 
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" What is going on here to-night? " asked Mon- 
riet 

"It is your cousin's birthday, I supposed you 
had come to congratulate her." 

"Not at all/' exclaimed Pierre; "I never 
thought of it I I came for a totally different 
reason." 

" And what was that ? " asked Plato, looking so 
highly amused that the discomfited Lieutenant 
hastily answered: 

"I came — why, I came, of course, to make a 
visit. Is there to be dancing ? *' 

" Yes, if you have no objection." 

"Very well; I must go and get some flowers. 
I cannot make my appearance with empty hands." 

Dosia's graceful head appeared in the opening 
between the folding-doors, and her mischievous 
eyes were* fixed on the discomfited face of Mon- 
rief, who was throwing on his cloak. 

"My cousin forgot my birthday, and he is 
going now to get me some flowers or bonbons. 
But I should much rather have marrons glacis, I 
prefer them." 

She disappeared, and her silvery laugh was 
heard afar off. Plato smiled. 
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** You uuderstand what is expected of you, at 
least?" he said. 

Certainly, — marrons glac&. I am sure that 
there will not be any at this hour. I shall have 
to order them, and shall not obtain them until 
after midnight." 

The unfortunate man disappeared. At the end 
of some twenty minutes he made a triumphant 
entrance with marrons glacis and a huge bouquet, 
intended to win her pardon for his unaccountable 
negligence. 

** Thanks, cousin," said Dosia, receiving his 
offerings with much grace. " You spoil me ; but 
every one spoils me here: they have discovered 
that kindness makes me a better girl." 

Pierre, amazed at her excessive amiability, could 
find no words to reply. 

^^You forgot me; but I am not surprised. 
Your heart and thoughts have been elsewhere," 
added Dosia. I found this out some time ago, 
for you certainly have been the most absent- 
minded being of late that I ever saw." 

" You noticed this, did you ? " muttered Pierre, 
feeling as if he would like to shake her. 

"Yes; but I kept my opinion to myself. Be 
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easy; I promised my dear Sophie never to tease 
you again." 

"I can never be suflScientlJ^ grateful for your 
generosity," said Pierre, bowing low. 

"Oh," continued the girl, nodding her head 
maliciously, "it was not on your account that I 
made this promise. She never told me so; but I 
noticed that whenever I teased you and made you 
miserable, she was unhappy." 

Pierre received square in his face the trium- 
phant, laughing, and friendly look launched upon 
him by Dosia from those wonderful eyes of hers, 
that seemed always to say a hundred things at 
once ; but he had no time to express his thanks, 
for she was gone. 

They danced as they dance only at St. Peters- 
burg, with a passionate enthusiasm that is obliv-^ 
ious to all save the enjoyment of the moment. 
About midnight the Princess ordered supper; it 
was the first time that there had been dancing 
under her roof, "and it would doubtless be the 
last," she said, with a smile ; "but Dosia deserved 
a festivity in honor of her eighteen years." 

" Yes, ladies and gentlemen," exclaimed Dosia, 
seated in the middle of the table at supper, " I am 
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eighteen years old. 1 do not look so, but never* 
theless such is the fact; and I have become so 
extremely sensible that the Princess Sophie thinks 
of putting me under glass in the drawing-room, as 
a perpetual example to young girls, to show them 
that there is always hope, and that the most in- 
corrigible among them need not despair of im- 
provement. I have become the most sedate indi- 
vidual in the world, and I have determined to 
devote my life in future to — " 

Here the young girl was interrupted by the 
gentle applause of good society. Dosia cast a 
demure glance at her astonished cousin. 

"To the public good," she resumed, "while 
awaiting a private demand. Until now I have 
been a mere butterfly. In future I shall act the 
part of a silk-worm, always at work in a sensible 
way. It is difficult to change one's nature, how- 
ever; therefore, friends, drink to my reform." 

Amid laughing and expostulation Dosia lifted 
her rose-colored glass and drank a drop of cham- 
pagne ; then turning toward Plato, her face losing 
its gayety and assuming a reserved, almost timid 
expression, her eyes seemed to ask if she had gone 
too far. His smile reassured her ; her sweet face 
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resumed its joyous expression, and she hastened 
to the salon, where dancing was again about to 
begin. 

Monrief begged the favor of a quadrille with 
the Princess ; but how could he talk in this i*apid 
succession of figures and constant care for floating 
trains? The question that burned on his lips 
was hardly one to be uttered in such a scene. He 
therefore contented himself with admiring the 
stately, elegant figure and noble face of the 
woman he hoped to win for his wife. 

At this idea his heart beat to suffocation, and it 
seemed impossible for him to preserve longer 
silence. Even the touch of Sophie's hand im- 
parted no thrill of joy or emotion ; his tenderness 
and love were more elevated in character. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

A GAMBLING DEBT. 

ONE afternoon Plato appeared in his sister s 
presence. He looked disturbed and anx- 
ious, and' begged Sophie to see him alone in her 
little study, the gloomy depths of which Dosia 
never ventured to penetrate. 

" What is the matter ? said the Princess, ten- 
derly ; " has any misfortune happened ? '* 

" Nothing that concerns us directly," answered 
Sourof ; ^^but if what I have heard be true, cer- 
tain of our habits must be changed." 

Is that all ? interrupted Sophie, breathing 
more freely. 

When I say our habits, I mean those of the 
heart, which are always the most difficult to 
alter. But I will tell you the whole matter. This 
morning a report reached me that Monrief had 
been playing with some unscrupulous person in a 
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low house, — the lowest of houses, — and that be 
left the gambling-table a loser to an enormous 
amount." 

Sophie grew pale and sank on a sofa; she 
drew out her handkerchief, passed it two or 
three times over her lips, then folded her hands 
on her knee and sat in silent thought. Plato had 
not looked for sucK indications of serious feeling ; 
he was much surprised, and leaning toward his 
sister, gently took her hand. He hesitated in 
questioning her on so delicate a subject ; but she 
raised her frank eyes to her brother's, and said 
simply, " I love him 1 " 

" I beg your pardon, dear Sophie,*' said Plato, 
much moved by her honesty. I ought to have 
been more cautious, and should have informed 
myself with more certainty before I mentioned the 
matter to you." 

" Who told you so ? " 

. The Colonel ; and I am certain that he would 
not have mentioned k had the matter been in the 
least doubtfuL He sent for me this morning, and 
begged me, as Monrief s friend, to do my best to 
prevent any scandal. The aOnount is so large 
that Pierre cannot pay it at once, he must gain 
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time in some way. But as a regiment, we cannot 
permit any delay in paying a debt of honor, and Mon- 
rief, therefore, runs the risk of being dismissed." 

" When did this all occur ? " 

" Four or five days ago — Wednesday, I think." 

" Wednesday ? He passed that evening here ; 
and it was after midnight when he left us. Do 
you know, Plato, that I am convinced that there 
is some mistake somewhere. I look upon the 
occurrence as an absolute impossibility, so far as 
Monrief is concerned." 

I had the same conviction myself," said her 
brother with a sigh ; but when I saw his ac- 
knowledgment, signed by himself — " 

Sophie's head dropped on the back of her chair, 
and she closed her eyes with the expression of a 
person who shrinks from a blow. 

'^How much is it?" she asked, after a long si- 
lence. 

Forty -two thousand silver roubles 1 *• 
The Princess rose and began to walk up and 
down the room with a quick step. She suddenly 
stopped at her brother's side and took his arm ; 
they thus walked together for some time, seek- 
ing some new idea, but finding none. 
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Sophie finally spoke. 

" You see," she said to her brother, " I cannot 
believe in this story. Pierre is not a gambler; 
he never would have played when he could not 
pay ; he is no hypocrite ; and yesterday and the 
day before he was precisely the same as usual." 

" No ; yesterday he was very much preoccupied." 
I admit that ; but his preoccupation was not 
that of a man who has lost the greater part of his 
fortune, and who should pay these liabilities with- 
in twenty-four hours. Send him to me." 

" To you I What are you going to do ? " 
I mean to find out the truth first, and then 
we will decide on what we will do, what we can 
do — and on what we must do." 

Plato looked doubtfully at his sister. 

" You have often called me Wisdom," she con- 
tinued with a sad smile ; trust me a little longer. 
I will do and say nothing that I ought not." 

Plato kissed his sister and left her. He could 
not at once find Monrief ; the young officer*s ser- 
vant said his master had been absent since the 
previous day. Plato saw him at last in the dis- 
tance coming down the avenue, on his best trot- 
ter. 
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My sister wishes to see you/' he said without 
any circumlocution. 

Monrief turned very pale, and was evidently 
disturbed. " For what? " he murmured. 

**That is not my afifair. Go at once. When 
you have done with her, come on to me — I have 
a message to you from the Colonel.'* 

Pierre had regained his self-possession by this 
time ; his face indicated great determination. 

I should like nothing better ; besides, I had al- 
ready made up my mind to have a talk with you." 

" Very well, I shall expect you after you leave 
my sister.*' 

" Very well," answered Pierre, gayly. 

He lifted his hat and departed. Plato looked 
after him, shrugged his shoulders, and then went 
to his rooms and buried himself in his newspapers. 
Monrief went to Sophie's house ; he ran up the 
steps all out of breath, for he was one of those 
who never hesitate in the face of danger. 

He was introduced into the little study, a 
room that he had never before entered. It was 
twilight without, and of course very dark with- 
in; a solitary lamp lighted the high room, hung 
with tapestry so dark that it was almost black 
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in the shadow. The pallor of the Princess touched 
him deeply. He had no idea that she would have 
known of this afifair. But it was too late to retreat. 

" Take a seat, sir," said the Princess, without 
extending her hand to him. 

He obeyed. 

" I shall proceed at once to the matter in regard 
to which I sent for you," she said. " I have been 
told that you have recently lost a considerable sum 
at play." 

Monrief accepted this statement with a gesture 
of acquiescence. 

" And," continued the Princess, " I hear that 
you cannot pay it." 

" Excuse me, madame, I hope by this hour to- 
morrow to have found the necessary funds," in- 
terrupted Pierre, in a firm voice. 

" Are you sure of this? " 

" One is never sure of anything," replied the 
young man, looking down. 

" Do you know that you will be dismissed from 
the army if you fail to pay your debt ? " 

"It is more than probable," said Monrief, with a 
carelessness that shocked and startled the Princess. 

"This prospect seems to occasion you no un- 
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easiness," she continued, in a cold and haughty 
voice. 

r The young man made a vague gesture, which 

signified either " I do not care," or " I am not 
afraid." 

Sophie examined him with quiet attention. 

"Monsieur Monrief," she said, gently, "you 
have given me a great deal of pain." 

Pierre bowed to the ground, and pressed his 
lips respectfully on the folds of her dress. 

" I had so exalted an opinion of you," resumed 
the lady ; " I esteemed you as I did no one else ; 
and to think that you, our dearest and most fa- 
miliar friend, could have been engaged in a vulgar 
adventure — could have been found in a house — " 
She hesitated, seeking the right word. Besides, 
she had no time to complete her sentence. 

Pierre started to his feet. " Who said that ? " 
he exclaimed fiercely. " Whoever said it lied 1 " 

Sophie gasped for breath, and then, whiter than 
^ the lace at her throat, fell back in her chair. She 

I had fainted. 

Pierre took her hands, warmed them with his 
kisses, but he did not call for aid, for he did not 
13 
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wish the presence of any third party. In a Becond 
or two Sophie opened her eyes, 

**They have lied to you," he repeated. "I 
never in my life was seen in such infamous society. 
And after what I said to you — after what you 
know — No, no, madame ; no man or :woman that 
breathes has the right to call me hypocrite and 
Uar." 

Sophie lifted her hand, Pierre snatched it. 

You have not played, then,'* she said eagerly, as 
she leaned toward hin|. 

He passed his hand hastily over his brow. " Do 
not question me,*' he said in despair at last ; be- 
lieve my word. I cannot tell you anything more.*' 

"I beg of you," she replied, in a beseeching 
voice ; " teU me you did not gamble, did you? " 

Pierre covered his face with both hands to pre- 
vent it from telling what his lips refused to speak. 

" It was not you," she cried, transported and 
illuminated, as it were, by a sudden idea ; " it was 
another person 1 Tell me it was not you ! " 

Pierre could not lie. " No," he said slowly, 
" it was not I." 

"Ah," said Sophie, transported with delight, 
and extending both hands, " I was sure of it I " 
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For a moment they forgot the danger that men- 
aced Pierre; they forgot the whole busy outside 
world. Sophie's hand was in his, and with eyes 
looking into each other, they remained silent and 
absorbed. 

" Tell me,** said Sophie, finally seating herself 
on the sofa, and making a place for Pierre at her 
side. 

" I cannot,*' he answered. " Spare me, I beg of 
you I I promised never to %ay — " 

But to me — you did not promise not to teU. 
me. I swear never to repeat one word of all that 
you may confide to me." 

« Not even to Plato?" 

" Oh, Plato is another self! " 
But I made a solemn promise," insisted the 
young officer. 

" So be it,** answered Sophie ; " I will not tell 
him one word ; but he is intelligent : should he 
divine the truth, it will certainly not be my fault. 
Now what happened ? " 

" Night before last,*' began Pierre, " I was re- 
turning home, when a young officer, a new-comei 
in our regiment, was announced. He is only 
eighteen, and comes from a military corps in the 
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country. His head has been turned in St. Peters- 
burg, which is not altogether surprising, considering 
his youth. On Wednesday he had been in the 
house of which you speak ; his very bones were 
picked clean, and he lost more than he could pay 
in ten years. I was interested in him, he was so 
young ; and when a boy has no family restraint or 
influences to keep him straight, he too often comes 
to grief, for boys oE that age are so stupid I He 
brought me a letter that he w^hed me to promise 
to give to his mother. He is an only child* His 
coming at such an hour, on such an errand, seemed 
very strange to me. I had heard, casually, that 
one of the officers in our regiment had lost a con- 
siderable amount of money. I questioned the 
child, and he burst into tears. In short, I discov- 
ered « that the impossibility of paying his debts had 
brought him to the determination of blowing out 
his brains. Now, dearest lady, what would you 
have said and done had you been in my place ? 
Go on," said the Princess, with a smile. 
" I first laid clearly before him the enormity and 
utter insanity of his conduct. He admitted the 
entire justice of my remarks, and told me that he 
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had decided to apply a radical remedy to his faults. 
I spoke to him then of his mother : I had found 
the sensitive chord at last. 

He is an only son, adored and spoiled. Think 
of it — his mother possesses an income of seven 
thousand roubles I She sends hun six thousand, 
and lives on one herself I Such mothers should be 
put in prison, and thus be prevented from ruining 
their sons. At last he wept like a young water- 
fall. You laugh I I did not laugh, I assure you. 
In fact, notwithstanding my own lamentable lack 
of eloquence, I shall always believe that Provi- 
dence granted me a special inspiration, for I nearly 
wept with him. I then proposed that he should 
give his notes ; but the idiot is a minor : his paper 
was very properly refused as worthless. He then 
went to a money-lender, who sent him away again 
as empty-handed as he came. Then — 

"Then you put your signature to the paper?" 
said the Princess, her eyes swimming with happy 
tears. 

" Good heavens I cried Monrief, seeking to ex- 
cuse himself, what could I do else ? " 
"And suppose you cannot procure the neces- 
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sary money yourself — by to-morrow, I think, you 
said?" 

"Yes, to-morrow. Ah, welll I do not know 
what I shall do in that case. The worst that 
can happen to my young man is that he 
will be dismissed the service. His love of life 
has come back to him ; he no longer thinks of 
blowing out his brains. I will give him all the 
funds that I can gather together, and the creditor 
must content himself with my note for the bal* 
ance.'* 

" How much have you ? 

" Only twenty-seven thousand roubles, and this 
with infinite diflSculty.'* 

" Keep up your courage, and the remainder will 
come," said the Princess, rising. 

" Are you sending me away ? " said Pierre, pit* 
eously. 

"Do you not remember that my brother is .wait- 
ing to give you a lecture? 

"Ah, good heavens! I had forgotten him en- 
tirely,*' cried Monrief, looking diligently for the 
cap that he held in his hand. "I must be off. 
If you only knew, dear madame, how easy it is 
to bear the burden of a fault that one has not 
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committed, I assure you that I would not change 
places with my little Count/* 

His bright smile was reflected upon the face of 
the Princess. 

" Then," said he, taking her hand, " you will 
not have me, because I have caused you so much 
pain?" 

"No," she answered, looking at him without 

false shame. " You are no longer a boy, Pierre, 

and you have proved yourself to-day to be a 

man endowed with a kind and tender heart. 
« 

You may attempt everything, and hope for 
anything." 

" Anything ? " asked Pierre, as he retained her 
hand. 

" Everything," she said, her faoe flushing under 
his earnest eyes. 

" Ah, well I When I am once more out of this 
entanglement, I shall come to you with a ques- 
tion." 

"Ask it now. I would rather grant it while in 
the eyes of the world you are not innocent." 

Pierre took her in his arms, and whispered some 
few words to her in a voice so low that no one 
ever knew what he said. 
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"Yes," she answered, distinctly; "yes, and I 
shall be a proud and happy woman ! 

Again he pressed her to his heart, and departed 
to find Plato, and discuss with him what should be 
said to their ColoneL 
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CHAPTER XXL 

IMPENITENCE* 

MONRIEF entered his friend's room, with his 
head held high, and the joyous expression 
that befits a man on whom the glory of a great 
happiness has fallen. But one glance at Sourof 
restored him to a full consciousness of the situa- 
tion. With one leg crossed over the other, and 
with a very serious countenance, Plato looked the 
personification of authority. 

"You have been gambling ? '* he said, harshly. 
Pierre nodded. But lying is not an easy thing 
to those who have not early acquired the habit. 
" And you have lost ? 

This exact repetition of the questions addressed 
to him by the Princess produced in Monrief the 
strongest possible desire to laugh. Again he 
nodded. 
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" More than you can pay ? continued Sourof, 
pitilessly. 

" That last point is not yet proven," said Mon- 
rief, good-naturedly. " I shall try to respedt my 
own signature. Can you lend me a few millions 
of roubles ? 

Plato, utterly astonished, started to his feet. 

" I lend them to you ? he asked. 

"Yes, youl I will return them, you may be 
quite sure of that. If you can't oblige me, just 
forget that I mentioned the matter to you.'' 

" Can it be possible," cried Plato, harshly, " that 
you, wearing our uniform, can be in the habit of 
frequenting houses that I am unwilling even to 
name, — houses where you lose in one night a sum 
incredibly large ? Can it be true ? You, my bosom- 
friend, whom I have presented to the intimacy of 
my family circle, whom I have treated like a — 
Ukea— » 

"Like a brother,'' interposed Monrief, as his 
friend stopped short. 

Absolutely aghast at this 9ang froid^ Plato giew 
veiy angry. 

" And you have the audacity, finally, to come to 
me to protect you from the consequences of your 
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mad follies ? You have actually the audacity to 
ask me to lend you money?'' 

Pierre's eyes were full of fun, and his whole 
eountenance was so little that of a repentant sin- 
ner, that Sourof flamed out in vehement and angry 
reproaches. 

The Colonel ; the honor of the regiment ; the 
impending dismissal from the imperial army; the 
whole future life to be passed in voluntary 
exile in the seclusion of the country ; the 
necessity, at whatever cost, of paying this debt 
of honor, all made the theme of a discourse 
that fell in a flood of eloquence' on the devoted 
head of the undisturbed Monrief, who listened 
without a frown, but with an air of great attention, 
shaking his head sympathetically at the most 
touching words. 

When Sourof stopped to breathe, or, perhaps, 
because he had really nothing more to say, Pierre 
rose, his face glowing with kindly emotion. 

" You are the very best and truest friend in the 
world," he cried. "You have spoken words like 
those that my conscience might have uttered. I 
shall thank you all my life for them." 
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** And what are you going to do ? " asked Plato, 
somewhat softened by this cordiality. 

I am going to find the funds somewhere else, 
since you will not lend them to me I said the de- 
linquent, with the most joyous expression. 

The hand that Plato had generously extended to 
his fallen brother oflScer dropped at his side. Was 
this the result of his sermon ? 

Pierre was buckling on his sabre. 

"What am I to say to the Colonel?" asked 
Sourof coldly. 

** Anything you choose, my dear fellow, — any- 
thing that comes into your head. To-morrow 
everything will be settled." 

Plato's lips were compressed, and for some time 
he stood in silence. 

"What does my sister say?" he resumed. 
" How does she like your extremely original man- 
ner of receiving our expostulations ? " 

Pierre, already in the ante-room, was throwing 
on his cloak. "Ah, my friend," he cried sudden- 
\y\ unable longer to contain himself, "congratulate 
me : I am the happiest of men 1 " 

He gave the astonished Sourof a hearty shake 
of the hand, and dashed down the stone steps, 
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accompanied by a loud rattling of spurs and 
sword. 

Plato remained in a state of great perplexity, 
and at the end of five minutes decided to see his 
sister again. She received him this time in her 
salon. She had a bright coIch:, and her whole face 
was radiant ; she presented, in fact, an image of 
perfect happiness. Dosia, at the piano, was play- 
ing a waltz from Offenbach. 

" What gayety I " said Plato, as he entered the 
room. 

**It is the customary air of this house. Count 
Plato," answered Dosia, without stopping ; ** we 
are always gay here, very gay." 

Plato took a seat at his sister's side, as far as 
possible from the instrument. 

" You have seen Monrief ? " he said. 

** Yes, I have seen him." 

"And what did he say ? " 

The Princess looked at her brother with an ex- 
pression of happy pride. 

" Nothing," she answered. 

" How do you mean ? He said nothing ? " 

" Very little. By the way, can you lend me 
two 01 three million roubles ? " 
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Plato started to his feet and paced the salon 
with rapid strides. 

At this moment Dosia rose from the piano. As 
she turned, she met the Count face to face. The 
satisfied, happy face of the young girl completed 
his annoyance. 

" Come 1 " he cried in a vexed tone, ** tell us 
what amuses you so much. If it be myself, let 
me assure you that I find the joke extremely un- 
pleasant.' ' 

" Who is laughing at you, sir ? *' said Dosia, 
opening her big eyes to their widest extent and 
putting her head a little on one side, after her 
usual fashion when she wished to clearly undeiv 
stand a difficult problem. 

" You I " cried Sourof, angrily. 

The Princess touched her brother's arm. " Pla- 
to,'* she said gently, " Monrief is a hero I " 

For haying committed this infamous folly ? " 
He is a hero ! " repeated the Princess calmly. 

"He has told you some falsehood," grumbled 
Plato, " and you have been simple enough to be- 
lieve him." 

The Princess turned pale, and withdrew her 
hand that still lay on her brother's arm. 
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Pierre never lies ! '* cried Dosia, coming to the 
rescue ; I can't endure him, it is true, but he 
never lies!'* 

Plato, less and less satisfied, twisted and pulled 
his moustache, looking from one to the other of 
the two women. 

"I promised to say nothing," resumed the 
Princess, gravely; "but the money must be 
found, and the debt be paid in full to-morrow 
morning." 

"And you are determined to pay it?" asked 
Sourof, slowly. 

** I count on your assistance. With what amount • 
can you oblige me ? " 

"Oblige you! My dear sister, what are you 
thinking of? How can you lend Monrief money I 
If he should accept it he would himself be the 
most degraded of men." 

" And why, pray ? May not a man accept any- 
thing from his wife ? " 

"His wife 1" 

Sourof, completely overwhelmed, dropped into 
a chair. Dosia, with her head still a little on one 
side, like an inquisitive bird, watched him with 
some anxiety \ seeing that he had no intention of 
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fainting, she laughed, but so quietly that he hardly 
noticed it. 

" Yes, his wife 1 " repeated* the Princess, lifting 
her head proudly. He has the most noble heart, 
the most generous nature, the most — 

" In my opinion," cried Plato, rising impatiently, 
^*'it is the noblest natures that are capable of the 
greatest follies. It is very droll, is it not ? " he 
said, turning to Dosia, who was still looking at him 
earnestly. "It is droll enough," he continued 
sarcastically, " to see a clever woman guilty of an 
irremediable folly." 

It is not that which I consider droll," replied 
Dosia promptly. Her old nature was not yet con- 
quered. 

" And what then, mademoiselle ? " 
" Yourself." 

Plato stiffened perceptibly. " Ah I you do me 
great honor. And why, please ? " 

" Because you are angry without knowing at 
what," returned the young rebel. " There is really 
nothing more amusing than to see a clever man 
. doing battle against a wind-mill. But I am only 
a little girl," she added, with a childish courtesy, 
and, turning away, went towards the Princess* 
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" Dear friend," she said, " if you cannot bring 
him to terms, summon me to reinforce you ; and 
she sailed out of the room with infinite dignity, 
casting a last mischievous glance over her shoulder^ 
and Plato was more disturbed than before. 

" So you confide to Dosia a secret which you 
conceal from me ? " he said to his sister, reproach- 
fully. 

" I have confided nothing to her," she answered ; 

but you know what her instincts are, how deli- 
cate her intuitions, and how clear-sighted she is. 
She guessed the truth at once.'' 
What did she guess ? " 

That her cousin could not have committed so 
abominable a folly." 

" Who did it, then, if he did not ? " 

** Has he told you nothing? " 

** You see he did not. For the two last hours, 
between Pierre, you, and Dosia, I have been in a 
state of utter bewilderment." 

" Ah, well, dear brother, try to see as clearly as 
Dosia; for I am absolutely bound by a promise, 
and can tell you nothing." 

. Plato at the end of an hour left his sister in 
perfect harmony with her, and bearing with him 
14 
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all that she owned in the shape of securities. He 
went to his rooms, examined his own papers, and 
took what he had that might prove of value, and 
went at once to find Monrief. 

Pierre, tired out bj his ineffectual exertions to 
raise the requisite funds, had just returned to his 
quarters ; he threw himself at full length on the 
sofa, and meditated on the folly of human nature 
in general. The announcement of a visit from 
his friend gave him no pleasure, for he anticipated 
a second edition of the morning. 

** I came to see if I could' be of any service to 
you," said the Count as he entered the room. 

" Thank you," answered Pierre, somewhat em- 
barrassed. 

" I wish also to apologize for my gross injustice. 
Will you forgive me?'* said Plato, taking both 
hands of his friend in his own. 

*' Ah," exclaimed Monrief, " she has told you ! " 

" No, my dear fellow : she — I suppose you mean 
my sister — she has not said one word; but I 
guessed. There is nothing that I would not do 
for my brother. Take this portfolio : in it I think 
you will find the amount necessary to wind up 
this tiresome affair." 
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Pierre grasped his friend's hand in enthusiastic 
gratitude. 

"What a magnificent woman your sister is!** 
he said, when he was calm enough to utter a con- 
nected sentence. 

"I have often told you," replied Plato with 
brotherly pride, " that there was only one Sophie 
in the world.'* 

" I am not worthy of her I " ^murmured Pierre, 
shaking his head ; " I know not how she ever con- 
sented ^ — " 

"There are wors^ fellows than you in the 
world I " interrupted Sourof ; " I told her so. But 
as to myself, I am delighted to have you for a 
brother-in-law. But now let us to business." 

The two friends settled their accounts, and 
when all was arranged Plato rose. 

" I am going to the Colonel," he said ; ** I really 
believe that that most excellent of men will be 
glad to see me." 

"What are you going to say to him?'* cried 
Pierre, somewhat startled. 

" Say to him, simpleton I Why, that your debts 
will be paid, of course." 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

PBINCE MINKOF. 

WHAT on earth, my child, were you saying 
to Prince Minkof?" said the Princess, 
one evening, to Dosia, who ran to meet her and 
disembarrass her from her wraps on her return 
from the theatre. 

What did I say to him?" said the young girl 
slowly and thoughtfully. I hardly know. But 
what did he tell you?" she continued with more 
vivacity. 

He said that he had not been able to compre- 
hend one word .you had uttered," replied the 
Princess, laughing. If my answer is not suf- 
ficiently clear, remember that it is your own 
fault." 

Dosia's face lighted up, her glittering teeth 
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were visible foi a moment, then she became very 
grave. 

I told him that I did not understand how any 
one could be foolish enough to wish to marry me," 
continued Dosia, after a long pause. 

*^Then it was an absolute offer of marriage 
which he made?" said the Princess, trying not 
to laugh. 

" Yes," answered the girl. " If he considered 
my words impertinent, it shows that I understood 
his proposal correctly ; if he looked upon them as 
mere girlish nonsense, it shows that I was mis- 
taken. Is not that plain?" 

" Not very," said the Princess. 

^ At all events it is quite as plain as his own 
speech, which was this: 

* Miss Dosia, the ties of marriage are as sacred 
as they are indissoluble. Happy is the man who 
finds in this great desert of a world the wife who 
can brighten his home, and become the crowning 
glory of his life. And, mademoiselle, could I 
hope to be this man, I should consider myself 
most fortunate.'" 

Ah, Dosia I Dosia I he did not say that I " 

^ Almost exactly. I doubt if I have changed 
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one word. You see that go ambiguous a question 
as that did not merit any very great lucidity in 
my reply." 

^^But, child, he asked me how your mother 
woiild receive him; so the matter is serious. 
Shall I write to your mother?'* 

"Good heavens, nol'* cried Dosia. "There 
is an old adage: * Never arouse a cat that — *" 
Hush, hush I " said the Princess reproach- 
fully, laj'ing her finger on the girl's lips. 

"Very well; I will not finish my sentence. 
Tou see," continued the girl, " I am growing very 
good, and very sensible nowadays. I even stop 
in the middle of my well-turned sentences. I 
merely wished to say, that it is six months since 
my well-beloved mother gave me a lecture, and 
that this loss was easy for me to bear. Besides, 
when I wish to marry, if I have the counsel of the 
wise Sophie, I shall have no occasion for my 
mother's assistance." 

"Prince Minkof is rich, and he is young and 
good-looking." 

" And as stupid as a goose," interrupted Dosia, 
with her eyes riveted on the ceiling. 

" Not as a goose," corrected the Princess. 
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*^As stupid, then, as an old gander,'' retorted 
Dosia; /^but I doubt if he is any worse than the 
others." 

" He whom you love, my dear, is never like 
Hhe others,' " interrupted the Princess. 

** That may be," muttered Dosia ; " but the He 
won't be Prince Minkof." 

Sophie looked at her in quiet surprise. The 
girl colored furiously, and began to play with 
her fan. 

" What do you decide, then, in regard to Min- 
kof ?" said the Princess, as she kissed the girl 
for good-night. 

"I do nit know. I will ask your brother what 
he thinks," said Dosia ; ^*he is a good counsellor." 

Once more she kissed her friend and disap- 
peared. The next day Plato was quietly smoking 
a cigar, when he saw Dosia coming down the long 
salon to join him in the dining-room. The Prin- 
cess was making her toilette for a grand dinner to 
which she was going. The hour was well chosen. 

"Good heavens!" cried Plato, "how serious 
you look, little cousin." 

Since the announcement of Sophie's engage- 
ment to Pierre, he treated the young girl less 
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ceremoniously, and often called her his cousin 
in jest. 

Because we are going to talk of solemn 
matters/' answered Dosia, gravely. 

She took a seat opposite him. A table separated 
them; a golden ray of the declining April sun 
glanced through the heavy curtains, and tenderly 
touched a curl on the graceful head of the young 
girl, and a fold of the pale violet skirt she wore. 
She was the veriest April herself, alternate rain 
and sunshine, caprices and promises, — an April 
which knew nothing of itself, was certain of noth- 
ing, and was ruled by a thermometer; and this 
thermometer was Plato. 

" I am ready,^' he said, laying down his cigar. 

More than once had the Count been called upon 
to decide some grave question of toilette or of 
etiquette, — and he supposed iMt some new 
complication had arisen. 

"Do you advise me to marry?" said Dosia 
abruptly, with her eyes cast down and the color 
rising to her cheek. 

The shock was great. Armed as he was, or 
flattered himself he was, against the caprices 
of Mademoiselle Zaptine, Plato had never taken 
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the present one into account. But why not?— 
she was old enough to be married. 

He regained his self-possession, and with no other 
indication of emotion than that his face, ordinarily 
80 pale, was faintly flushed, he replied : 
That depends on circumstances." 

** What circumstances?** asked Dosia. 

" Many. First, whom do you think of marrying, 
if I may be allowed to ask such a question? '* 

But I don't think of marrying at all I *' cried 
Dosia, striking a decided little blow on the table 
with the teaspoon with which she had been plajdng. 

Plato bit his lip. " In that case,*' he said, " why 
have you asked me such a serious question? ** 

Because it is possible that I might take it into 
my head to marry," replied Dosia, as she broke a 
lump of sugar into square morsels with the handle 
of a silver knife. 

^'When you really think of such a step, Miss 
Dosia, I shall be glad to give you any advice or 
assistance in my power." 

Dosia arranged her bits of sugar in a straight 
line before her, and looked at Plato out of the 
3omer of her eye. 

^^You have always impressed upon me,'* she 
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said, the necessity of resolving on nothing sud- 
denly, and the propriety of thinking a long time 
over every important step in life." 

Plato bowed coldly, seized by a sudden desire 
to pnll the ear of this troublesome pupil, who re- 
peated her lesson so remarkably well. 

I am at your orders," he said at last. " Will 
you kindly explain yourself? " 

Dosia resumed her occupation with the sugar. 

" Prince Minkof has asked me to marry him," 
she said, finally. What would yon advise me 
to do?" 

Plato examined the texture of the linen on the 
table, and all his auger vented itself on Minkof. 

" That fool ? " he muttered. 
Yes," answered Dosia in the most ingenuous 
of tones, that fool ; " and the sugar was ener- 
getically hammered once more. 

"For heaven's sake," cried Plato, "let that 
sugar alone I Have you no mercy on my nerves ? " 

" I am not nervous," she answered, in a tone 
of hearty commiseration for people who were 
tormented with such inconvenient accessories as 
nerves. 

She pushed back her chair, however, out of 
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reach of temptation, leaving the sugar to an ad- 
venturous flj who had emerged from the shelter 
of the curtains. But in changing her position she 
moved out of the sunshine, aind all at once the 
room seemed to grow dark and dreary. 

" Generally speaking," resumed Dosia, " would 
you think me sensible enough to take the head 
of a house, or to assume the duties of a married 
woman ? *• 

Plato laughed. 
Sensible enough? Well, that depends — 
When you are not hammering and grinding a 
lump of sugar, you are agreeable enough." 

A furtive smile appeared in the corners of 
Dosia's dainty lips. She dipped the tips of her 
fingers in the glass bowl, then dried them on her 
lace handkerchief, and — remained silent. Plato 
saw that he must go on. 

** Marriage," he said, " is certainly a most serious 
thing. If the husband is very sensible, and the 
wife less so, a certain equilibrium is established, 
which—" 

He saw on Dosia's face an expression — a some- 
thing, that stopped him. She was looking him 
full in the face with her large, innocent eyes. 
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Then," she said, ^ you mean that I ought to 
marry a very sensible man ? " 

Plato was gradually melting under the gentle 
influence of the enchantress: he made no reply. 

And if," she continued, such a man wished 
me to marry him, you would advise me to say 
yes?" 

Suddenly a' vision of that dinner at the mess- 
table, the bowl of punch, the tale told by 
Pierre, — all that crowd of hideous recollections 
rose like spectres before Plato, and broke the 
charm that enwrapped him. 

That depends," he answered roughly. *' Each 
person must decide for himself on such points. 
You must follow the dictates of your own con- 
science ; " and he turned abruptly on his heel and 
left the room. 

The capricious April sunshine had vanished ; a 
fierce shower of wind and rain beat against the 
window. Dosia sat motionless. The large room 
was very dark; the heavy curtains intercepted 
the little light that came from the sky, over which 
heavy black clouds were driven by a fierce wild 
wind. A tear fell from the girl's eyes, then came 
another, and still more brilliant drops followed in 
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rapid succession, each leaving a dark spot on the 
l)retty violet skirt. The clouds passed over, carry- 
ing elsewhere hail and devastation ; a pale yellow 
light filled the dining-room ; the blue sky was agaui 
to be seen from the window ; the sun touched each 
silvet plate on the sideboard, making them to glit- 
ter like huge spangles, as did each gilt nail in the 
high-backed morocco chair where Dosia sat and 
broke the sugar. The fly came back on the table- 
cloth. The young girl alone had not moved. 

"Where is Dosia?" said the Princess in the 
hall. It does not rain now, and she had best 
take a drive.** 

The girl went out at one door as Sophie entered 
by the other. A moment later she reappeared 
with her hat on, gloved and veiled, and no one 
suspected that she had shed a tear. 

Spring advanced. Madame Zaptine claimed 
her daughter; Sophie promised to take her back 
before Whitsunday, that is to say, before her own 
marriage, for the newly married pair were to 
travel for a month. Madame Zaptine invited the 
three friends to spend a week with her before the 
marriage. Urged and implored by Dosia, the 
Princess consented. 



« 



Digitized by Google 



4 



222 DOSIA. 

**What will become of me when you are no 
longer near me? ** said the young girl sadly. 

^ You will come back to me next winter,** re- 
plied the Princess tenderly. 

Dosia shook her head sadly. ^When one is 
eighteen, next winter is synonymous with the 
Greek calendar." 

Since the various disturbances in April she had 
become entirely changed, and was not in the least 
like herself. If the Princess had not been ab- 
sorbed by the preparations for her marriage, she 
would assuredly have noticed this sudden meta- 
morphose; as it was, she did not dream of it. 
While Pierre had eyes only for Sophie, Plato 
thought but of himself ; and while he did battle 
with his conscience and his philosophy, the cause 
of all his anxiety and doubts, Dosia herself, had 
altered strangely. 

On the evening of their arrival at Madame Zap- 
tine's, their eyes were all at once opened to the 
truth, until then unsuspected. The mother's ex- 
clamation awakened them. 

"Good heavens," cried Madame Zaptine, "you 
must have been very ill, Dosia, to have grown so 
thini" 
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The ten pairs of eyes then in the room were all 
turned on the young girl, who grew bright scarlet. 
The flush gave a fleeting brilliancy to her com- 
plexion and eyes. 

"It is only, mamma, that I have grown wiser,'* 
she said, in a yoice to which she endeavored to 
give a joyous tone; but her attempt was a mel- 
ancholy failure. She burst into tears and fled 
from the room* 

"She so much regrets parting with you, dear 
madame,'' said the good mother, seeking to do away 
with the former remark she had made, which might 
by the Princess have been construed into a re- 
proach. 

"Yes," Sophie replied thoughtfully; "but I 
had no idea that she would feel my loss so much. 
I should like to console her in some way, but I 
really do not see what — ^'^ 

" Pshaw I '* interrupted the eldest daughter of 
the house ; " it would be quite as well, I should 
say, that she should learn to stay at home occa- 
sionally. We have not been away, and yet we do 
not expect sympathy, any of us.*' 

Plato looked at the speaker with much distaste, 
and then turned his back upon her. 
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** Poor little bird," he thought, ** the cage-door 
is to be shut and her wings clipped." 

The next day, soon after sunrise, Dosia went 
down into the garden. The bench on which she 
had sat with her cousin was a little more de&ced 
and weather-worn than the year previous, but the 
caterpillars were falling in the same profuse man- 
ner. Dosia avoided the see-saw, and took a path 
to the left, down past the tall lilac-bushes, now 
laden with flowers. 

Plato had spent a wretched, restless night, 
asking himself if it was the gay life and change 
of air that had stolen the color from Mademoi- 
selle Zaptine's cheeks and robbed her graceful form 
of its rounded outlines. 

A secret desire to examine the garden, possibly 
to assure himself that Pierre in describing it had 
adhered strictly to the truth, induced Sourof to 
leave his room at a very early hour. 

Pierre's account of the topography of the 
^ grounds had been exact: the frame-work of his 
foolish freak was all there — the see-saw, the 
breakneck steps, the lawn where they played 
GorelM^ all were there. The huge black head of 
Dosia's dog appeared at the mouth of a dqg^ 



Digitized by Google 



PRINCE MINK OF. 



225 



kennel in the court-yard. Plato then went still 
deeper into the garden, to drink to the last drop 
his cup of bitterness, and to find the ruined sum- 
mer house where Dosia had asked her cousin to 
elope with her. 

It was a walk of some few minutes to the place 
in question; an occasional gleam of sunlight on 
the grass pointed out to him the direction in which 
he should go. At the end of a long avenue 
shaded by linden-trees he saw a low, blue-roofed 
kiosque, and reached it through the overgrown 
paths of the old labyrinth. 

Monrief had exactly described it, even to the 
plaster columns where the red bricks appeared in 
places like the redness of a wound. Sourof passed 
under the cupola ; the stone benches, half covered 
with moss, were still there. A huge toad squatted 
in a corner and watched Plato with fixed atten- 
tion for a few moments, and then, with a sudden 
leap, disappeared in the high grass, which by de- 
grees was robbing him of more and more of his 
territory. 

The young man took a seat on one of these 
damp benches, and gave himself up to dreary re« 
flections. Was all this hideous story perfectly 
15 
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true, then ? Why had not Monrief had the sense 
and charity to hold his tongue ? Had he done so, 
he would have spared his friend all this tempest 
of doubts and distrust. 

I should have loved her/' said Plato to him- 
self, with that fatalism that is a part of the Rus- 
sian character ; and as I was to love her, why 
could I not have been permitted to love her 
bUndly?" 

In a fit of utter depression, which amounted al- 
most to despair, he permitted his head to fall for- 
ward upon his breast, and sat buried in painful 
thought. A slight sound aroused him* On the 
other side of the summer house, framed as it were 
by the lilac-bushes with their feathery plumes of 
flowers, Dosia stood watching him sadly, her hands 
hung loosely folded. As he lifted his eyes, she 
nodded to him gravely, almost solemnly, and she 
glided away through the dense foliage. 

Plato made no effort to join her, and still re- 
mained where he was, until the sound of a bell 
reminded him of the breakfast hour. 

The Zaptine mansion was the temple of Disor- 
der. If this god had any other altars, the incense 
burned for him in this especial dwelling must have 
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been peculiarly agreeable, for he certainly so- 
journed there permanently. 

For two hours the breakfast-table stood, one 
after another of the family and the visitors drop- 
ping in. By the especial favor shown by Provi- 
Hence to unpunctual people, those who had some- 
thing to say to each other only met on the 
threshold — one going in, the other coming out. 
Finally, however, the party all assembled on the 
wide piazza. 

" What are you going to do this morning ? " 
said Madame Zaptine. Something should be 
-done that is pleasant, for the day is superb." 

A party of pleasure was quickly organized. 
They would take tea in the woods, and then re- 
turn along the banks of the river, which was then 
full to the brim, and running through charming 
meadow lands. A furnace and a cook were sent 
on in advance, with a corps of servants, and every 
imaginable dainty. 

About four o'clock the party started, some in 
carriages, others in a huge country drosky — a long 
machine, in which one can hardly keep one's seat. 
Dosia insisted on mounting her dear Bayard, who 
in the absence of his young mistress had become 
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quite perfect in his task of drawing the water- 
cart The inspection of the carriage-house had 
shown a lamentable deficiency of side-saddles, so 
that the other young ladies were compelled to 
take their seats in the various equipages. Dosia, 
therefore, in her long riding-habit of dark blue, 
wearing a Henri Quatre felt hat with its tradi- 
tional white feather, was the only lady mounted. 
She managed her animal with perfect confidence 
and ease. 

For five minutes she trotted along peacefully by 
the side of the carriage in which her mother was 
doing the honors of her domains to her guests ; 
but this extreme propriety soon wearied the girl 
to death; she touched Bayard with her whip, 
who immediately dashed off at full speed, envel- 
oping the people in the carriage in a cloud of 
white dust. In a few moments the rider and the 
horse were seen far in the distance, going in the 
direction of the forest. 

" She will certainly break her neck I cried the 
Princess. 

" No," sighed Madame Zaptine wearily ; " she 
has always done just such things, and nothing has 
ever happened to her." 
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CUAPTER XXIII. 

A PIONTC. 

'HEN thej reached an open place in the 



▼ ▼ thick woods, the party found tea waiting 
for them. The turf, enamelled with small flowers, 
made the softest of carpets. A large damask 
cloth glittered like a piece of white satin on the 
fresh green turf; bowls of sweet cream, pyramids 
of cakes, basins of dotted cream, surrounded by 
ice to keep it cool, stood on the comers of the 
cloth. The air was soft, and the warmth just 
what it should have been. A thousand fragrant 
flowers were in bloom on all sides. Above in the 
thick foliage of the elm-trees a blackbird's note 
was heard above the warbling of the other winged 
creatures; afar off was heard the persistent call 
of the cuckoo, which every little while would 
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suddenly cease, only to begin again ; its temporary 
silence leaving, however, a strange vacancy in 
the forest orchestra. 

Dosia came to meet them as the carriages drove 
up. She had dismounted from her horse and held 
her hat in her hand, and, with her long skirt 
thrown over her arm, she moved about, as entirely 
at her ease as in the drawing-room of the Prin- 
cess ; but her pretty face had lost the coaxing, re- 
bellious expression which seemed to beg pardon 
in advance for the epigram all in readiness to leap 
from her lips. Her hair was no longer worn in rich 
curls over her shoulders. Since her eighteenth 
birthday, Dosia had put up her abundant tresses ; 
but their weight had now dragged out the comb, 
and her hair fell far down on' her skirt? without 
her noticing it. It was thus that she met Plato, 
grave, almost haughty ; sad, with a shade of bit- 
terness about the mouth. No, this was not little 
Dosia ; this girl was a woman who had learned to 
suffer, and who wished to suffer in silence. 

This apparition made a profound impression on 
Sourof's vivid imagination. He f(}lt certain that 
Dosia's brain was hard at work. What would 
come of it? Wisdom or folly? Would a new 
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Dosia appear, more serious, more womanly, and 
more worthy of being loved ? 

With a movement full of gi-ace, the young girl 
threw back her tresses, and her gravity disap- 
peared. They seated themselves on the turf, and 
a thousand absurdities began on all sides. 

Cups were tipped over, and basins of cream ran 
like white brooks over the grass. Plates were 
passed around full, and were returned empty, 
without any one being able to say what had be- 
come of their contents. In a word, all the romp- 
ing gayety which ought to be the invariable ac- 
companiment of a lunch in the open air was at its 
height. 

Dosia's sisters were always amiable in soci- 
ety. They reserved all their ill-humor for their 
home life, on the theory that at home one can 
please one's self. Dosia did her best to add to the 
hilarity of the occasion. Her silvery laugh rang 
far above the others at times, and Plato heard it 
with mixed pain and pleasure. This laugh should 
have indicated a happy heart, free from care ; and 
in fact the girl had determined to forget every- 
thing but the amusement of the hour, and was ia 
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fact soothed and gladdened by the sweet spring 
freshness of the scene. 

There is nothing more to be said about it," 
eried Dosia, flinging herself on the turfy bank, 
and placing one arm under her head, while she 
drew her little feet well up under the long, sweep- 
ing folds of her skirt. She looked like one of 
those angelic faces in pictures whose bodies fade 
away in floating drapery. "There is nothing 
more to be said," she repeated. ^ Mamma has lec- 
tured me, and I must submit. She says that I 
may say ' thou ' to Sophie, whom I have known 
less than a year, but that I must invariably ad- 
dress my cousin as * you.' I am ready to do my 
best to conform to these rules, but I shall end, I 
know, in disgracing myself by forgetting them; 
for they are really too foolish — all these ques- 
tions of etiquette — to be remembered." 

The newly engaged pair laughed, Madame Zap- 
tine began a little sermon, while Plato rose impa- 
tiently, for the repast was nearly over. 

** Unless the personification of Wisdom says to 
the contrary," broke in Pierre, irreverently inter- 
rupting his aunt, "I can see no objection to the 
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continuance of the old habit. I am sure I shall 
not complain." 

Sophie looked from her brother to Dosia. 

«^ I see no harm in it/' she said, with a smile ; 
but her eyes betrayed a vague uneasiness. 

Dosia, still lying on the turf, looking up into 
the waving branches of the trees and the glimp- 
ses of blue sky above, paid little heed to what 
was going on about her. Suddenly looking 
around, however, she caught the anxious ex- 
pression in Sophie's face. 

In a second she was on her feet, and leaving 
the group among whom she had been, she turned 
away in an opposite direction from the one which 
Plato had taken, and went toward a clump of 
trees in the edge of the opening. From this spot 
she had a view of the winding forest road, and 
the little crowd of equipages, and the gay cover- 
ings thrown over the horses that had not been 
unharnessed. 

She looked first on one side and then. on the 
other, leaning sadly against an old tree that had 
withstood the snows and tempests of a Century. 
She did not weep, for she had shed all her tears 
that morning; but standing with pendent arms 
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and bowed head, she looked down on the ground. 
A shadow fell before her ; she lifted her head. 
Plato stood watching the swift changes on her 
sensitive face* She showed no surprise on seeing 
him. 

^^I wish that I were dead," she said gently, 
without any other expression than that of intense 
fatigue ; it is so hard to live I " 
. Struck to the heart, he could not speak. Life 
is long, happily," he said at last, with a sad smile. 
"Many things may come to pass, and there are 
possibilities — " 

He stopped short by a look from Dosia, and 
liis words sounded in his own ears as false as the 
notes of a cracked bell. 

" It is so hard to live," repeated Dosia, shaking 
her head drearily ; " still one must try, I suppose, 
to become accustomed to the daily battle. But it 
is intolerably stupid I " 

She moved away from the trunk of the old tree 
against which she had been leaning. Her long 
riding-skirt, which she had dropped from her 
hands, trailed on the turf as she passed along; her 
delicate and fragile figure swayed as she moved 
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with the grace of one of the young willow-trees 
that surrounded her. - 

Plato had a mad impulse to follow her, to 
snatch her in his arms, and cry, "Live for me." 

" Dosia I " called Monrief, in the singing voice 
used by the peasantry when they summon their 
cattle from the woods at night, — " Dosia, shall I 
bring your French cavalier to you 

" Yes, if you please," she answered, 

Plato fell from his heights again into the gulf 
of his perplexities. 

Pierre brought up the poor beast, that was 
really as gentle as a lamb when Dosia did not 
interfere with him. 

*' Shall I make him leap the ditch ? " said Pierre 
to his cousin ; " you can mount on the road." 

*'Why?" asked Dosia; "it is just as well to 
mount here." 

Hardly had Pierre time to see that the girths 
were all right, when the girl, just touching the 
hand he held out for her assistance, was in her 
saddle. He arranged the folds of her dress 
around her slender feet, while Plato, a prey to 
jealousy, asked himself if it was not his duty to 
open his sister's eyes. 
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MoDiief turned his frank face toward his friend. 
" This time she will certainly break her neck," he 
said to Plato, with the kind intention of teasing 
Dosia. The^ girl laughed, and gave him a slight 
touch with her whip, which threw his white cap 
into the grass; then, drawing up her horse without 
giving any one any idea of her intention, she 
leaped the ditch, which was of no inconsiderable 
width, and turned on the other side. 

Not to-day," she said to Bayard, as she patted 
his beautiful neck; "not to-day," she repeated. 
" And when we do kill ourselves, good friend, we 
will die together — shall we not ? " 

She started for home alone, while the party 
were packing themselves away in their carriages. 



Digitized by Google 



A COLD BATH. 



287 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

A COLD BATH. 

DOSIA kept with the carriages when they 
had once started, trotting peacefully along, 
sometimes at the side of the drosky, sometimes 
by the caldche, and was so gentle and amiable 
that her mother hardly knew her. 

^*Ah, my dear Princess/' said Madame Zaptine 
at last, moved almost to tears, *^it is to you 
that I owe this extraordinary change ; it is you 
who have made of my wild Dosia this charming 
young girl.'* 

There is a good deal, though, of the old Dosia 
left under this lovely * exterior,* " said the Prin- 
cess, smiling. 

But Madame Zaptine was very well content 
with all she saw, and continued to praise her 
daughter. The object of all these commendations 
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continued to trot calmly on, and threw in an 
occasional observation characterized by such ex- 
treme good sense that her sisters, in surprise at 
the change, positively forgot to be jealous. 

The road home ran along the margin of the 
river. Some distance down on the opposite shore 
stood a small village. The wooden houses were 
some of them blackened by time, while others 
were quite new, and many of them were painted 
red, and some among them gilded. The level 
rays of the sun shone full in the faceff of the party * 
and threw long shadows on the road. 

Dosia amused herself by insisting that Bayard 
should keep on the shadows of the horses in the 
caldche. Every one was more or less fatigued, 
and conversation flflgged. 

The river lay before them, running swiftly, blue 
and clear. Three tall posts indicated a ford. 
Many of the rivers in Russia, that in the spring 
run like mountain torrents filled to overflowing, 
dwindle in summer to the merest threads. 

These fords are used, of course, in summer only 
by foot-passengers; but the season was so early 
that the water was as yet very deep. A peasant 
driving a tdldque drawn by a single horse came 
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down from the village on the opposite bank, and 
drove into the water, following the somewhat 
problematical line indicated by the three posts. 

The carriages drew up to see how this perilous 
passage was to be accomplished. 

The taste for sight-seeing is so strongly devel- 
oped in mankind that almost all of ns snatch 
eagerly at every opportunity for its gratification. 

The peasant's horse evinced a very great reluc- 
tance to the cold bath intended for him by his 
"master, and finally proceeded to show this distaste 
after a very active fashion ; but being the weaker 
of the two, he was obliged to yield : he advanced 
a few feet, and then stood still. The peasant per- 
mitted him to breathe for a minute or two. 

" The water is very high," said Madame Zap- 
tine ; " he will have some diflBculty in getting 
over." 

" Is the ford dangerous ? " asked Plato. 
No, not if it is carefully adhered to ; but if 
you get outH)f the exact line, the bed of the river 
here shelves rapidly and precipitously, so that if 
a horse can't swim, he is lost." 

The peasant had made another stai*t ; the horse 
went on with very great distrust ; the water went 
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over the wheels ; the horse began to swim, and the 
man was up to his shoulders in the current* 
God help me I " cried the peasant in terror. 
He is out of the ford I exclaimed the specta-* 
tors in one voice. 

Dosia, with her eyebrows drawn together in a 
deep frown, and nostrils dilated, looked with all 
her eyes, but did not speak. 

With the quick movement of a cat she stooped 
and lifted the long, trailing folds of her habit and 
threw them over the saddle, gave Bayard a sharp 
cut with her whip, and was off like an arrow. 

Dosia I " cried her mother in despair, what 
are you going to do ? " 

A dozen or more little shrieks followed — the 
two young men leaped into the road. But Dosia 
was already in the water. Bayard knew the ford 
so well that there was no danger of his making 
a mistake. He went on boldly but cautiously, 
snorting loudly, not from fear, but with delight. 

When Dosia was quite in the middle of the 
river, and only a few feet from the charrette, it 
had almost disappeared, the horse was wildly 
plunging and kicking, and the peasant invoking 
every saint in Paradise. 
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The youDg girl hesitated for a moment ; theiL, 
making the sign of the cross, she left the ford. 
Bayard began to swim, and they both, horse and 
rider, almost disappeared from sight. A cry of 
anguish was heard from the shore ; the young men 
had thrown aside all their military equipments and 
were about to enter the water. 

No, no I " called Dosia, and through the soft 
spring air her clear voice easily made itself heard 
like a bugle call, — no, no I I shall do it in a 
moment, with the help of God I *' 

She stretched out her arm, seized the bridle of 
the poor mare, who meekly submitted, feeling in- 
stinctively that she was safe. Bayard of himself 
found the ford again, and a few moments^ later 
the two horses, the charrette, the peasant, and 
Dosia herself, reached the shore, where they all 
stood, dripping like Neptune's court. 

The peasant overwhelmed her with apologies 
and protestations. 

" You will take cold, Dosia I " cried Madame 
Zaptine. You must be crazy, child ! Ah, that 
girl will kill me I '* 

While she thus sighed and groaned, Dosia was 
again far off. Bayard bore her swiftly home. 
16 
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Not a word was spoken within the carriages as 
the party completed their drive. Each was absorbed 
in his own thoughts. The coachmen needed no 
orders to drive fast, and the eyes of her friends 
saw the traces of Dosia in the little dark line in 
the dust made by the water that had dripped from 
her heavy skirts and from her horse. Finally 
the overheated, breathless horses drew up before 
the door* 

Notwithstanding the haste made by all the 
party, Plato was the first person in the dining- 
room, and the first object which struck his eyes 
was Dosia, already disembarrassed of her wet 
clothing, and wrapped in a voluminous flannel 
peignoir of her mother's. She was standing, deadly 
pale, and shivering with cold. 

" r came here, mamma," she said, "on account of 
the wooden floor, and they have brought me your 
peignoir. Am I not absurd?" 

She laughed, but her teeth chattered. They 
made her go to the sofa, and wrapped her, not- 
withstanding all her protestations, in warm blan- 
kets; and the samovar^ thanks to an intelligent 
servant, appeared at once. 

When she had taken a second cup of hot tea, 
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Dosia ceased to shiver, and the color came back to 
her cheeks* 

Then Madame Zaptine, hitherto restrained by 
her anxiety, began a sermon. 

"Mamma/* said the young girl, interrupting 
her mother with small ceremony, "my father 
taught me that we must always succor those in 
danger, even at the peril of our lives. Now in 
this case there was absolutely no danger : Bayard 
knew the ftn-d perfectly well ; we two have gone 
over it thousands of times." 

" You will certainly be ill with inflammation of 
the lungs.*' 

That is just as likely to be taken at a ball,*' 
answered Dosia, philosophically ; and there it is 
not after one has been of use to any one. Mamma, 
please give me another cup of tea." 

The sermon came to an inglorious conclusion ; 
but Dosia had an idea^ and she proceeded to put it 
at once into execution. 

" Mamma," she said sweetly, " has not Bayard 
behaved well to-day ? " 

" Indeed he has, my child, and I must say that 
I did not expect it from him." 

^*But you never understood him, mamma. He 
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b as noble as the hero for whom he was named. 
Now, mamma, will yon do something for me^ " 
"What is it?'' 

^* Promise me that he shall never again be har- 
nessed to^ that water-cart. He is a real chevalier, 
and he must not be homiliated." 

Amid the amusement of the little circle, Ma- 
dame Zaptine gave the solemn assurance that 
Bayard should be released for evermore from any 
menial service. But this promise was not alto- 
gether satisfactory to Dosia, who insisted on the 
coachmen being then and there summoned, and 
gave them an order never to harness again the 
chevalier Bayard into any vehicle of whatsoever 
description. 

When the servants left the room, Dosia turned 
once more to her mother. " Thank you, mamma 
dear," she said ; " and now I think I shall retire, 
for I am sleepy and comfortable." 

" You must be carried up-stairs," exclaimed her 
mother, full of solicitude. 

" Carried I " cried Dosia, with a merry laugh ; 
" carried like a basket of linen from th^ laundry I 
Indeed I will not ; I shall go on my own two feet.' 

She rose, tossed off the blanket, one comer of 
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which fell into her sister's teacup, and then with 
marvellous dexterity drawing about her the huge 
folds and incumbering length of her peignoir, she 
went toward the door. With her hand upon it, 
she turned and addressed to the room a general 
profound curtsy, and the remark, ^^I am half 
asleep ; good night, and sup well 1 " She carefully 
avoided meeting Plato's eyes, who had not for one 
moment removed them from her face since he came 
into the room, and he soon heard her childlike, 
rippling laugh from the stairs, which she had some 
difficulty in ascending, with the peignoir tripping 
her at each step. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

. THE SEE-SAW* 

DOSIA fell asleep almost instantly ; Madame 
Zaptine had the nightmare, and Plato never 
closed his eyes. The rising sun, which comes up 
somewhat early in June, saw him seated on the 
side of his bed, with head aching from a sleepless 
night. All that he had thought, suffered, and 
resolved in those wakeful hours would have filled 
the life of one of those quiet men who go from 
their cradle to their grave without having known 
any anxiety or care more serious than a broken 
engagement or an hour of unexpected toil. 

Wearied and worn, he dressed and went softly 
down into the garden. Four struck as he passed 
the cuckoo-clock in the hall. He stumbled 
over two or three servants asleep on the mats 
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in the passages, according to the Russian custom 
from time immemorial ; opened the door fastened 
only by a simple latch, and found himself on the 
piazza. The breakneck staircase ran down to the 
lawn ; he ventured upon it, and reached the foot 
with infinite difficulty, but in safety. 

The dew lay heavy on the grass. The sun's 
slender rays pierced the branches and drew with a 
facile pencil, in sharp lines, on the gravel walk, 
the graceful masses of foliage. The entire orches- 
tra of birds sang their morning hymns with full, 
fresh throats. The cattle, already driven to pas- 
ture, were heard in the distance like the bass ; and 
occasionally a milch-cow, kept in the stable for 
the use of the house during the day, answered 
this appeal. 

A bee, early out, brushed Plato's cheek and 
buried itself in the blossoms of a yellow acacia. 
But the young man paid little heed to the beauty 
of the spring morning. The cuckoo's melancholy 
call came from a tree near by eighteen times in 
succession. The superstition of the country is 
that the number of these calls indicates the num- 
ber of years of life allotted to the person who is 
at that time in the thoughts of the hearer. Dosia 
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had been constantly in the thoughts of the young 
officer for the last twenty-four hours ; and although 
he was not in the slightest degree superstitious, 
he felt his heart contract with a sharp pang. Was 
she to die at eighteen ? Perhaps at this moment 
even Dosia was suffering with the first attacks of 
her malady. Perhaps Death, upon whom she had 
plaintively called the evening before, was already 
at h'er bedside. And if she no longer cared for 
life, — the life that was ^^so hard,'' as she had 
said, — was not he himself the cause ? Had not 
the harshness of his criticisms, the severity of his 
reproofs, saddened her young heart, that should 
have been buoyant at her years with joy and 
happiness? What right had he to exact &om 
her impossible perfection ? 

"If she dies," he said, "what will become of 
me? What an empty life mine will be! — how 
full of remorse and regrets I " 

His steps led him mechanically to the moss-grown 
summer house. He sat on the bank, and looked 
at the thicket near which Dosia had . stood the 
evening before. 

•* How is it,'* he said aloud, " that I never 
realized what I was doing to her ? How is it that 
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I never understood the meaning of her saddened 
face, and her wearmess of the continuous strug- 
gle 

He sat for a long time in this same spot. The 
river glittered with a cold, blue light like steel. 
He fancied he could feel the very chill that had 
struck to the heart of the courageous girl the 
night before. 

He overwhelmed himself with bitter reproaches, 
and at last walked on without knowing whither 
his feet were carrying him, and, finally wearied 
out, he returned to his room, and throwing him- 
self on his bed, fell asleep* 

At eight o'clock he awoke. The house, built 
of wood, was as full of noise as a beehive. He 
hurried down to the dining-room, where Madame 
Zaptine, in honor of her guests, was herself pre- 
paring the coffee* 

He exclaimed, scarcely saying good morning, 

How is Do — Mademoiselle Th^odosie, this 
morning?" 

Mademoiselle Th^odosie is here," answered 
the young girl, in a voice not quite so clear and 
bell-like as usual. I am wanning myself in the 
sun on the balcony." 
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With three strides he reached the long window, 
and found himself in Dosia's presence. Enveloped 
in a soft white wrap, she was curled up in a huge 
arm-chair; a parasol lined with pink protected her 
pretty pale face from the too ardent rajs of the 
sun. 

" Do you feel any ill effects from your expos- 
ure ? said Plato, in a voice as hoarse as if he 
too had been dipped in the river. He did not 
venture to offer his hand to the girl. 

" I am perfectly well," she answered. " I slept 
like a dormouse. After all, there is nothing so 
good as a cold bath to insure a . good night's 
rest." 

But not at this season of the year.'' 

" In a fortnight, every one will go in bathing 
as a matter of course. I am simply a little in 
advance of the season, that is aU." 

She relapsed into silence, and her eyes fell. He 
gazed at her as at a treasure that had been lost 
and was found again. 

"Have you taken your coffee?" she asked 
finally, in order to break the silence that was 
becoming oppressive. 

"No; I came out to speak to you." 
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" We will breakfast together then. Order them 
to bring your cup here." 

Plato obeyed; and a small servant brought 
out a table with a breakfast tray. Cordiality 
comes with eating. If this great truth is not a 
proverb, it deserves to become one ; the bread and 
salt of hospitality quickly establish a geniality 
of feeliDg, therefore Dosia was soon again like 
herself^ and began to chat as gayly as in the days 
of yore. From time to time a shadow rested for 
a moment on her brow, but she drove it away with 
a gesture like that of a child. 

When their coffee was finished, Dosia amused 
herself by crumbling the rolls that were left, and 
throwing them over the balcony. The birds flut- 
tered down to profit by the unexpected alms. 

" They know me," said Dosia, sinking back in 
her chair, with a weary but happy look. They 
love me dearly." 

She closed her eyes a little. Her black lashes 
cast a heavy shadow on her cheeks, which, from 
their pallor, looked thinner than usual. Plato 
looked at her, and a vague terror filled his heart. 

The servant came out for the tray. Then came 
Monrief, then Sophie, to speak to Dosia; then 
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both went back to join the fanulj in the dining^ 
room, and gently closed the door after them. 

Plato was alone with the young girl. 
Dosia,'' said he, after a few moments' hesita- 
tion. She opened her half-6hat eyes^ and over 
her sweet face rushed the conscious blood. 

**Dosia,'* repeated the young man, **I have 
been very hard toward you. I -beg your par- 
don.** 

She extended her hand as if to prevent him 
from speaking. He took it in his and tried to 
warm it. 

" How cold I " he exclaimed. ** Let me say a 
few words to you, Dosia. I had in my mind," 
he continued, a chimerical idea of perfection ; I 
wished to see you attain to that. I was in the 
wrong : every human being has its own instincts, 
its own impressions and characteristics ; you, for 
example, cannot — " 

"Be like Sophie," interrupted Dosia, with a 
sigh. "O, nol" 

She withdrew the hand that Plato gently sought 
to retain, breathed another sigh, and turned away 
her head. 

"Just as you are, Dosia," continued Plato, "I 
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wish you to remain. You are good and charm- 
ing ; you deserve the esteem and affection of us 
all — and you have them." 

A questioning look, either of coquetry or mis- 
chief, gleamed from under the girl's drooping 
lids. She colored. 

think more of the esteem and affection of 
some few than of the many." 

^^The one does not preclude the other," said 
Plato. " You have inspired me with a feeling so 
profound in its nature that it will change my 
whole future life." 

'He stopped, too much agitated to continue. 
His eyes, riveted on the girl's face, said more than 
his words. She half rose from her chair. 

I am ashamed," she said, in a low but firm 
voice, I am ashamed of having stolen an esteem 
to which I am in no way entitled. You like me 
for my suavity, my truth, and my frankness, for 
of other good qualities I have none! Ah, well, 
believe me when I tell you that I am a hypocrite 
and a liar. I ought to have told you this long 
ago, but you were so severe in your judgments 
that I dared not. I .said to myself, ' Why should 
I speak to him of a person and things 'in which he 
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takes no interest ? ' But I see to-day that I was 
wrong.*' 

Plato listened to her words in silence. A 
gleam of exquisite joy entered his heart, but he 
dared not yet quite to entertain the new-born 
hope. 

" You have spoken," she resumed, " of feelings 
that will change your whole life. Before it is too 
late, before you allow them to cause you as much 
grief as I — " 

She bit her lip, turned pale, and hesitated; 
then, with an eflEbrt, went on. 

" I ought to tell you that I am not what you 
believe me to be. Last year, just at this time, 
tired of the restraints by which I was surrounded, 
I committed a folly that will mar the happiness 
of my life. In a moment of bitter exasperation I 
asked my cousin Pierre to elope with me. He did 
not love me: I think I understood that truth even 
then ; but I had threatened not to stay at home, 
and I cared little for the means I took to escape. 
He yielded to my entreaties, and took me away. 
But we had not gone more than four versts when 
I realized my mistake. No one knew what I had 
done, and my cousin consented to bring me back 
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at once, without uttering one word of all the 
reproaches that I deserved. After that, sir, 
after a fault like this — a fault that hurt no 
one but myself, — for Pierre was not in any way 
to blame, — I feel that I am totally unworthy of 
your esteem. Forgive me that I have not said 
this before." 

She was silent ; large tears fell from her eyes. 
She struggled for composure, but her strength 
was gone. She burst into sobs, and cried as if she 
were utterly desperate, and as if life were all 
desolation and despair. 

"Dosia,'* said Plato's voice, so near her face, 
that was buried in the back of the chair, that she 
started, — " Dosia, you are an angel ! I knew all 
this that you have told me, months ago." 

" You knew it I " she cried, trembling from head 
to foot; "you knew it, and yet you loved me in 
spite of it?" 

"No, I did not love you then — not at least as 
I love you now. I said to myself. If she only had 
confidence enough in me to speak." 

" I wished to do so a hundred times, but you 
were so severe, you had such an indifferent air— 
in short, I was afraid of you." 
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"And now?'* 

"Now," said Dosia, smiling through her tears, 
" I am still a little afraid of you, but not so much. 
Do you really respect me ? Ah, I have so longed 
for your esteem ! " 

"Yes, I respect you a little — a very little," 
answered Plato, smiling also. " You, like Bayard, 
have rescued a fellow-creature from death: I 
never was so fortunate. But as I am really so 
much better than you, child, in every respect, so 
much wiser, I feel that this good deed of yours 
places you on an equality with me. Do you re- 
member the day that we agreed that you must 
marry a very sensible man ? " 

" How I did weep that day 1 " whispered Dosia. 

" You shall weep no more, child. Do you think 
me sensible enough to be your husband ? " 

Dosia looked at him, and extended both her arms ; 
then, with an impulse of maidenly modesty, folded 
them closely over her breast, and sank back in her 
chair. She was very pale, but her eyes were 
riveted on his. He lifted her from the chair, and 
almost carried her into the dining-room. 

This was an excellent opportunity for Madame 
Zaptine to utter exclamations of horror; but 
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words failed her. Sophie understood the scene 
at once. 

I think) dear madame," she said quietly, that 
my brother has something to say to you.'* 

" Madame Zaptine," said Plato, " will you 
kindly consent to give Mademoiselle Th^odosia 
to me ? " 

We shall make no attempt to depict the tu- 
mult that followed. Homer alone would have 
been equal to the task. 

Dosia, resuscitated as by a fairy's wand, went 
to her room, and in less than an hour reappeared 
in the daintiest of toilettes — worthy, in a word, of 
her new position as the Count's ^iw^e. The gay 
home circle danced and played blindman's-buff, 
and the hand-organ, that played two old-fashioned 
tunes one after the other, was so energetically 
ground by the too zealous Monrief, that the crank 
came off in his hand. 

In fact, until the hour for repose came, there 
was so much noise and laughter that Dosia's sis- 
ters had no time to meditate on the great injus- 
tice they had that day suffered at the hands of 
Providence. 

♦* We shall be married in a week," said Plato 
17 
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calmly, as thej took their seats at the supper- 
table. 

^'What! what I'' exclaimed Madame Zaptine. 
*^And the trousseau?'' 

I do not propose, dear madame, to marry the 
trousseau. But we shall be married in a week, 
on the same day with Sophie. Is not that so, 
Dosia?" 

Certainly," said she ; and I shall take Bay- 
ard away with me." 

How delightful I " cried the sisters as with 
one voice. 

Don't be too pleased," said Dosia, shaking her 
dnger at them threateningly, or I shall leave you 
my dog." 

They asked for mercy ; and it was finally agreed 
that Dosia should also take the dog. 

On leaving the table, the party went down the 
breakneck steps, and Madame Zaptine, faithful 
to a habit of her youth, seated herself on the old 
see-saw. For thirty-eight years she had regularly 
gone there for a little exercise to aid digestion 
after her dinner. 

She had been seated but a few moments when 
two of her daughters came to join her; then 
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Dosia, followed by Plato; finally all the circle 
were by her side, with the exception of Monrief, 
who stood at some little distance, smoking his 
cigarette. ^ 

" You look/* said he, " like a flock of swallows 
on a telegraph wire — my aunt more than the oth- 
ers, because of her excessive thinness." 

Madame Zaptine laughed. She had been so 
happy all that lucky day that she had absolutely 
forgotten to be ill. The see-saw was put in mo- 
tion. Monrief watched them, highly amused. 

" Say, Dosia," he suddenly exclaimed, " do you 
remember last year, when — '* 

He drew himself up short, vexed at his inad- 
vertence, fearing that he had been guilty of an 
annoying blunder. 

" Yes, I remember very well," answered Dosia, 
with a glance at Plato. I remember, too, that 
you were by no means so agreeable on that 
occasion as you are to-day. Come now and 
join us I" 

Pierre tossed away his cigar and took a seat at 
Sophie's side, and with one foot gave a vigorous 
impulse to the bench, which, though so heavily 
laden, went swiftly up in the air. 
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Mercy I" cried Madame Zaptine, making in- 
effectual efforts to stop. You will certainly 
break ns down I" 

"Never mind, dear aunt," answered Monrief 
gayly, amid shouts of laughter. The faster the 
merrier. Up we go I up we go 1 " 
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the ** Bomance of an Uonest Woman," &c. Traudlated by Fbanoes 
A. Shaw. 1 toI. 8vo. Cloth, i^l.25; Paper, 60 eta. 
<t xhis translation of one of the popular Fi*ench novels is a thorough 
love stoiy ; it is alive with incident, and the interest is kept up ^th singu 
lar vividness, and without the extravagant expedients to which popular 
novelists often resort.** — Gazette. 

**The stoiy is veiy strong in plot» and the translation is exceUont**— 
Oommereiitl. 

BUFFETS. Bj Chablbb H. Dob. 1vol. 8vo. Cloth, f 1.25; Paper, 
l£cts. 

<* It is very spicy and thoroughly modem." — Chicago JoumaL 
"There is a great deal of pleasant humor in this noveL"— ill&«figr 
JoumaL 

** This novel shows much skill and some delicacy of touch, in which our 
novelists generally are most wanting." — Springfield Republican, 

IMA. By KkTHBBiNB Yalbbio. 1 ToL 8vo. doth, fl.26; Paper, 
75ct8. 

" In the oonstruction of the stoiy, we £nd proof of considerable inven- 
tive power, a lively and brilliant imagination, and a certain fluency of 
expression." — i^. F. TribuM, 
** There is a freshness in this that is attractive." — Messenger, 
<<A charming Italian love-stoiy, as mellow, genial, and pure as an 
Italian sun." 

<« A cleverly written story of Italian life, pore in tone." — Transcript, 

ONLY THRE£ WEEKS. 1vol. Svo. Cloth. $1.25; Paper, 60 cti. 

%* ** Jnst the kind of a story for reading leisurely on a summer day." 
'—Advertiser, 

« The book is a [good one, fhll of powerfU situations, excellent deline*- 
lions of character, and capital writing." — Gazette, 
•*A sparkling, racy novel." — Ptfopfe (Concord). 
•« Charming litde story." — N, F. Tribune, 

A C;OMEDT OF TERRORS. By Jambs Db Millb, author of 
"American Barron," " Ciyptogram," "Dodge Club." 1 voL 8vo. 
Cloth, $1.25; Paper, 75 cts. 
%« " Every chapter is full of mirth. Db Millb is a rare genius with 
the pen." — Prvw (Providence), 

"It is in many respects the most ingenious of this fertile novelist's 
books."— J3o«<on JoumaL 



yor Sale at all tlie Boolrstores and I>epots, and 
ffont, postpaid, to any part of* tlie World, on receipt 
of r>rloe, by IGS'rKiS 6& i^i^UliIA.X, 301 Wasliinff- 
ton Streeti Soston* 



Digitized by Google 



Estes &• LaurioTs Pmblications. — Novels. 



HOT WITHOUT THORlf 8. Bj Emns Graham. ItoLSvo. CMi 
#1.25; Paper, 75 eta. 
" A Btoiy of English domestic life, very smoothly and gracefully 
written, with some character-drawing which is near lifting it into a highei 
range than most norels that we have from English authorship. The 
rradcr may ooont upon being interested; and the book is one which is 
worthy of being placed in every library of summer reading." 

SOMETHING TO I>0. 1 toL 8to. Ooth, $1.25; P^, 75 eta. 

It contains many things of a very instmctire chamcter.**— Botloii 

Timn, 

** A story of to-day, pictnnng characters, scenes, incidents, and accident! 
of the passing hour. Its rapid movement, interesting and varied conveiw 
sations, and grsoeful style, will make ' Something to Do* veiy popular wit^ 
readers of the best modem fiction." 

WITH HARP AND CROWN. By the author of Beady-Money 
Mortiboy," «My Littte GirL" 1 voL 8vo. Uoth, 1^1.25; Paper, 
fiOcts. 

«The characters ara sketched with spurit, and the slyle is para and 
good." — ( Woreaier), 

** It is written with a great de^ of dash and vivacity, and is flavored wiili 
a species of grim humor which is very entertaining." — JoumaL 

** The book is healthy and highly entertaining." —Boifoti PoH. 

RUMOR. By the author of " Counterparts " and " Charles Auchester/' 
1 vol. 8vo. ClotL, $1.25 ; Paper, 75 cts. 
%* " ' Bumor, ' is no common story. It has scenes and sentiments of sing)- 
alar force, individuality, and beau^." 

COUNTERPARTS. By the author of Charles Auchester" and 
« Bumor." 1vol. 8vo. Cloth, $1.25; Paper, 40 cU. 

<«This beautiful story deals with the finer sensibilities of our nature." 
Rural 

It is one of ihose books the world will not willingly let die, and the 
publishers have shown both wisdom and good taste in republishing. Tho 
style of the book is different from that of most modern novels ; there is 
thought enough in it to make a half dozen novels of the present day." ^ 
Courier. 

CHARLES AUCHESTER. By the author of Bumor " and Conn 
terparts." 1vol. 8vo. Cloth, $1.25 ; Paper, 75 cts. 
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Epochs of Modern History. 

Editbd bt EDWABD £. MORRIS, M. A., 

Of Lincoln College, Oxford. 

1 he Era of the Protestant ReTolation. By F. Seebohm, autluM- of 
"The Oxford Reformers Colet, Erasmus, More." 1 vol. 16mo. 
Cloth. fl.OO. 

The Crusades. Bjr the Rev. G. Cox, M.A., late Scholar of Trinitf 

College, Oxford, author of the " mstoiy of Greece," " Mythology of 

the Aryan Nations,** <&c. 1vol. 16mo. Cloth. fl.OO. 
The Thirty Years' War, 1618-1648. By Samuel Rawson Gabdi* 

KEB. Ivol. 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
The Honses of Lancaster and York t with the Conquest and Loss of 

France. By James GAIBD^ER. 1vol. l6mo. CloUi. $1.00. 
Edward III. By the Rev. W. Wabbubton, M. A., late Fellow of All . 

Souls College, Oxford, her Majesty's Senior Inspector of Schools, i 

vol. 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
The Age of Anne. By Edwabd £. Mobbis, M. A., Editor of the Seriei. 

1vol. 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
The Fall of the Stuarts ; and Western Europe from 1678 to 1607. By 

the Rev. Edwabd Hale, M. A., Assistant Master at Eton. 1 voL 

16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
The Paritan Revolution and the First Two Stuarts. BySAM% 

Rawson Gabdineb. 1 vol. 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
The War of American Independence. By John Malcolm Lni>- 

LOW, Barrister-at-I^aw, author of "A Sketch of the History of the United 

States fix>m the Independence to Secession.** 1vol. 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
The Early Plantagenets and their relation to the History of Europe; 

the Foundation and Growth of Constitutional Government. By the 

Rev. Wm. Stubbs, M. A. 1vol. 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
The A^e of Elizabeth. Bv the Rev. M. Cbeiohton, M. A., Fellow 

of Merton College, OxfordI 1 voL 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
Frederick the Great and the Seven Years* War. By F. W. Long- 
man, of Balliol College, Oxford. 1vol. 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
The French Revolution, and the Wans that came of it. 1787 to 1810. 

By B. Mebiton Cobdebt, author of " King and Commonwealth.*' 

1vol. 16mo. aoth. $1.00. 
The Norman Kings and the Feudal System. By the Rev. A. H. 

Johnson, M. A., Fellow of All-Souls College, Oxford. 1 voL 16bio. 

aoth. $1.00. 

The Beginning of the Middle Ages. Charles the G )eat and Alfred ; 
the History of Enghind 'in its connection with that of Europe in the 
Ninth Century. By the Very Rev. R. W. Chuboh, M. A., Deau of 
8t Paul's. IvoL 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 
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EPOCHS OF ENGLISH HISTORY. 

A snm or books markating thb 
HI8T0BT OF ENGLAND AT SUCCESSIVE EPOCHS. 

BOITSD BY 

The Rev. M. CREIGHTON, M. A., 

Late Fdkm and Tutor of M *rtoa College^ Oxford. 

The olgect of this Series is to sappl j an Elementaiy Ilistory of England, 
which shall he mund and trustworthy as well as inexpensire. English 
IJiittoiy convenienilj divides itself into eight Periods. By the adoption of 
this dirision a more intelligihle am' more interesting riew of the conrse of 
English Ilistory may he obtained, while the adyantage of cheapness wiU be 
Boenred by the separate sale of the sereral divisions. 

iSUurlr England np to the Norman Conqnest. By Frvdbbtck 
YOBK-PowEix, M. A.. Law Lecturer Ch. Ch. Oxford; Historical 
Lecttirer Trin. Coll. Oxford. With 4 Maps. 1vol. 16mo. 60cte. 

England a Continental Power, from the Conquest to Magna CUaiia, 
10e&-1216. By Louisa Crbiohton. With a Colored Map of the Do- 
minions of the Angevin Kings. IvoL 16mo. Cloth. oOcts. 

The Rise of the People, and Growth of Parliament, from the 
Great Charter to the Accession of Henry VII. (12I.'>-I48.>. 
By Jambs Bowlet, M. A. Professor of Modem Ilistory and Litera- 
ture, University College, BristoL With 4 Maps. 1 voL 16mo. 
Cloth. 60cte. 

The Tndors and the Reformation. (1485-1603.) By the Rev. 

Mandelx. Creighton, M. A., Late Fellow and Tutor of Mcrton Col- 
lege, Oxford; Editor of the Series. With 8 Maps. 1 vol. 16mo. 
Ctoth. 60cts. 

The Straggle against Absolute Monarchy, from 1G03 to 1G88. 

By B. Mebiton Cordert, author of King and Commonwealth." 
With 2 Maps. 1 voL 16mo. Cloth. 50 cts. 

The Settlement of the Constitution, from 1688 to 1778. By 

Jambs Rowley, M. A., Professor of Modern Ilistory and Literature, 
University College, Bristol. 1 vol. 16mo. Cloth. (H) cts. 

England daring the American and European Wars, from 
1778 to 1820. By O. W. Tancock, M. A., Assistant-Master, King's 
School, Sherborne, Doraet. 1vol. IGmo. Cloth. 60 cts. 

Modern England from 1820 to 1875. By T. Arnold, M. A., 
author of A History of English Literature,'* &c. 1 voL 16mo 
Cloth. 00 cts. 
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EPOCHS OF ANCIENT HISTORY. 



A series of books narrating the History of Greece and Bome» and of 
tleir relations to other countries, at successive Epochs. Edited by the 
Bev. G. W. Cox, M. A., anthor of the " Aryan Mythology," and jointly 
by QmjnxA Banket, M. A., Ute Scholar of Queen's College, Oxlbrd; 
Assistant Master, Marlborough College. Uniform with " Epochs of Mod- 
em Histoiy." 

The Greeks and the Persians. By the Her. Gbo. W. Cox, M. A 
late Scholar of Trinity College, Oxford, Joint Editor of the Series. 
With 4 colored Maps. 1 voL 16mo. Cloth. 

The Early Empire. By the Bev. W. Wolfb Capes, M. A., Reader 
of Ancient History in the Uniyersity of Oxford. With 2 colored Maps. 
1 ?oL l«mo. Cloth. #1.00. 

Early Rome, from the Fonndation of the City to its Destmc- 
tion hy the Gauls. By Wileelm Ihnb, author of " History of 
Itome.** With 1 colored Map. 1 toL IGmo. doth. $1.00. 

The Athenian Empire, from the FUirht of Xerxes to the Fall 
of Athens. By the Rev. G. W. Cox, M. A., bite Scholar of Triuity 
College, Oxford, .Joint Editor of the Series. With 6 colored Maps 
iTol. IGmo. Cloth. #1.00. 

The Roman Trinmrirates. By the Very Rev. Charles Mesri- 
VALE, D.D., Dean of Ely. With 1 colored Map. 1 voL IGmo. Cloth. 



The Agre of the Antonines; or, the Roman Empire of the 
2d Century. By the Rev. Wolfe Capes, M. A.. Reader of An- 
cient History hi the University of Oxford. With 2 colored Maps. 
1 YoL IGmo. Cloth. #1.00. 

Macedonian Empire, its Rise and Culmination to the Death 
of Alexander the Great. By A. M. Cuuteis, M. A., Assi:«tant 
Master, Sherborne SchooL With 8 colored Maps. 1 vol. IGmo. 
Cloth- #1.00. 

The Gracchi, Blarius, and Sulla. By A. H. Bebslt, M. A., As- 
sistan: Master, Marlborough College. 1 voL IGmo. Cloth. #1.00. 

Rome and Carthage, the Punic Wars. By R. Boswortb SinTH« 
M. A., Assistant Master, Harrow School. Ivol. IGmo. Cloth. $1.00. 

Spartan and Thehan Supremacy. By Cbablbs Sanket, M. A., 

late Scholar of Queen's College, Oxford; Assistant Master, Marl* 
borough College ; Joint Editor of the Series. 1 toL IGmo. Cloth 
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NATURAL HISTORY AND SCIENCE. 



HALF-HOURS WITH INSECTS, A Popolu* Accoant of their 
Habits, Modes of Life, <&c. ; which are beneficial, and which are inju- 
rious to vegetsdon. By A. 8. Pacxabd, Jb., of the Peabody Academj 
of Science. The subjects treated of are : Insects of the Garden ; 
Relations of Insects to Man; Insects of the Plant-House; Etlible 
Insects; Insects of the Pond and Stream; the Population of an Applc- 
Tree; Insects of the Field ; Insects of the Forest; Insects as Mimics ; 
Insects as Architects; Social Life of Insects and Mental Powei-s of 
Insects. The Tolume contains colored plate, S60 wood-cut illustra- 
tions and 802 pages, bound in one volume. Crown 8vo., doth. |I2.50. 

OUR COMMON INSECTS. A Popular Accoant of the more com. 
mon Insecis of our Counuy, embracing Chapters on Bees and their 
Parasites, Moths, Flies, Mosquitos, Beetles, iuc,\ while a Calendar 
will give a general account of the more common IiMurions and Bene- 
ficial Insects, and their Time of Appearance, Habits, &c. 200 pp. 
ProAisely Illustrated. 1 yoL, 12mo., doth. Price $2.50. 

BAY'S ENTOMOIX>Gir. A Description of the Insects of North 
America. Bj Tuomas Say. With 54 full-page steel-plate Illustra- 
tions, enffraved and colored from nature. Edited by J. L. LbContb. 
With a Memoir bvGEOUOE OuD. 2 vols., 8vo., doth, |I15.00 ; half- 
calf, 120.00. 

%*This standard work is now out of print, the plates having been de- 
stroyed. We offer the balance of the edition at the above prices. It will 
soon become scarce, and command a very much higher price. 

FIELD ORNITHOIX>GY. A Manual of Instruction on Collecting, 
Preparing, and Preserving Bu-ds. By Elliott Coubs. Withwhi^ 
is issued a Check-List of North American Birds. 1 vol. Svo., doth, 
fi-oO. 

KET TO NORTH AMERICAN BIRDS. By Elliott Coubs. 
M. D. 860 imperial octavo pages. Illustrated by 6 Steel Plates, and 
238 Wood-Cuts. A Manual or Text-Book of the Birds of North 
America; containing a Synopsis of Living and Fossil Birds, and 
Descriptions of eveiy North American Species known to this Time. 
1 vol., royal 8vo., cloth. Price, $7.00. 

PACKARD'S GUIDE TO THE STUDY OF INSECTS. Being 
a Poi>ular Introduction to the Study of Entomology, and a Treatise on 
Injurious and Beneficial Insects ; with Descriptions and Accounts of 
the Habits of Insects, their Transformations, Development, and Classi- 
fication. 15 full-page PUtes, and 670 Cuts in the Text, embracing 1260 
Figures of American Insects. Sixth edition. 1 vol., ^o. Price re- 
duced to $5.00. 

This book is now acknowledged to be tht standard, and is used ill 
Ihe leading universities and institution? of Europe and America. 
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Natural History and Science continued. 

LAND AND GAJ^E. The Land and Game Birds of New England. 
With Descriptions of the Birds, their Nests and £^gs, their Ilabits and 
Notes. An entirely new and accni ate work, whicn no sportsman or 
collector can afford to ba without. I voL 8to. Cloth, ^3.00. 

TYLOR(E.B0* PRIMinTE CULTURE. Researches into the 
lierelopment of Mythology, Philosophy, Beligion, Art, and Custcm. 
2 Tols., 8to cloth, f5.00. 
** Scanty justice can be done to Mr. TVlor's admirable discussion of 
animism. It is in the skill and sagacity with which such illustrations are 
introduced that one principal charm of Mr. Tjrlor's book consists. The 
author asks us to admit nothing on a priori eyidence,.for which irrefrag- 
able inductiye proof cannot also be cited, and at eyery step he halts to 
take his b^urings, minutely scrutinizing the whole risible field. In track- 
mfr the wilderness of primeyal speculation, he is a guide no less safe tlvu 
delightfol."— John Fukb, in the North American Seview. 

LIFE HISTORIES OF ANIMALS, INCLUDING MAN; or. 

Outlines of Comparatiye Embryology. With numerous Illustrations, 
lyol. 8yo. Cloth, t2JM. 
%* " An ample work of reference for adyanced students." — Tribune. 

THE UNITY OF NATURAL PHENOMENA. An Introduction 
to the Study of the Forces of Nature. Being a popular Explanation 
of the Latest Discoyeries in the Domain of Natural Science, mcludinff 
the CorreUtion of Forces, Mode of Motion, Force of Grayity, and 
Mntnal Conrertibility of the Forces of Nature. From the French of 
Emilb Saiobt. With Notes and an Introduction by Frofl T. MosBS, 
of Urfoana Uniyersity. 1 yoL Crown 8vo. f 1.60. 

A HAND-BOOK OF HARDT TREES, SHRUBS, and Herba- 

ceous Plants. Containing Descriptions, Natiye Countries, Ac, of the 
best species in cultiyation ; together with cultural details, comparatiye 
hardinesi, suitability for particular positions, <&c., based on the French 
work of I)BCAI8NB and Kaudin, of the Institute of France. By W. 
B. Hbmslbt; with an Introduction by Edwabd S. Baud, Jb. 800 
fine Blustnitions. lydLSyo. 700 pp. f7.60. 

TYLOR (E. B.)* THE EARLY HISTORY OF MANKiriD. 

and Development of Ciyilization. By Edwabd B. Ttlob, author of 
" Primitiye Culture," Mexico and the Mexicans," &c I roL 8yo. 

WHAT YOUNG PEOPLE SHOULD KNOW. Beinjg the Anat- 
omy, Physiology, and Hygiene of tiie Human Beproductiye Oxvans. 
By Prof. Bubt 6. Wildbr, of Cornell Uniyersity. l2mo. tlJBO. 
A careftd and straightforward essay upon this important subject, by 
this distinguished naturabst, and one which is sure to attract great atten- 
tion. 
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HALF-HOUR RECREATIONS 

In Popnlaz" Science* >^ol« I« 

Edited by DANA ESTEIS. 
\ ToL» Crown 8to^ Qotfa, with Index, $2JMI. 



The growing demand, in this coontiy, for books on popular sdcnoe, 
encouraged the editor and publishers to issue this series of papers, com- 
piled fiom the works of the most popohur scientific writers. 

I. Strange DiaeoTeriea respectUig the Aurora and raeent Solar 

Beaearchea. By Bicbabd A. Pboctob, F. B. A. 8. 

3. Cranial Afllnitiea of Man and the Ape. Bj Prof. Rudolph 

ViBCHOW, of Berlin, author of ** Cellular Pathology.** Fully illus- 
trated. 

S Spectram Analyais Explained, and its Uses to Science BlustratetL 
With a Colored Plate and ziovcral Woodcuts. 

4. Spectram Analyaia DiscoTeries, showing its application in Mi 

croscopical Research, and to Discoveries of the Physical Consritutiun 
and Movements of the Heavenly Bodies. From the works of SchcU<m, 
Young, Rosooe, Lockyer, Huggins, and others. 

6. If elNiUe, Meteoric Showers and Comets. 

5. Unconscious Action of the Brain, and Kpidemic Delaslona. 

ByDr. Cabpekter, author of the ''Microscope and its Revelatiojid,'* 
"Human Physiology,** &c. 

7. eulogy of the Stars. By Prot A. WnrcHKLL, of the University of 

Michigan, author of Sketches of Creation.'* 

8. On Yeast. By Prof. Huzlbt, F. R. S. 

9. The Stone Age, Past and Present. ByEDWABDB. Ttlob, author 

of ** Primitive Culture." 

10. Origin of Metallilerans Depmits. By Prof. T. Stxbbt Hunt. 

II. Coal as a Reservoir of Power, by Robsbt Hust; and Atoms 
by Prof. Cliffobd. 

12. The Circulation of the Waters on the Face of the Earth. By 

Prof. H. W. Dovn. 

The above 12 Nos. sold separately. Price 25 cents each. 
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HALF-HOUR RECREATIONS 

In I^opnlar Science. Vol. II. 

JTwelve Part*. 25 €ts. eacb. Twelve Concecutfix Numbers, 
making a Complete Volume, will be vent, postpaid, 
a« Issued, oi& receipt of $2.60. 

Wo annex a list of some of the papers which appear in Vol. II. of the senes : 

The Transmission of Sound by the Atmosphere. By John Ttn- 

BALL, F. B. S. Gigantic Cuttle-Fish. By W. Savillb Kent, 

F. L. S., of the Natuiul Uistoiy Department of the British Museum. 

The Glacial Epoch of our Globe. B> .\lex. Bbaun. 

The Sun and the Earth. B3' Prof. Balfoub Stewabt, F. B. S.— 
Force ElectricaUy Fxhibited. By J. W. Phelps. 

The Ice Agre in Britain. By Prof. A. Geieie, F. B. S. Causet 

of the Degeneracy of thp Teeth. By Prof. Henby 8. Chabb. 
The Great Pyramid of Egypt. Photography. 

Plant Life in the Sea. By L. Knt. The Illumination of Bea- 
cons and Buoys. 

Brain and Mind. By Pi of. Bust G. Wildeb, of Cornell UnlTersi^, 
author of What Young People Should Know." 



SPECTRUM ANALYSIS EXPLAINED. An explanation of this 
wonderM discoveiT, and its uses to science, including the received 
Theory of Sound, licat, Li^bt, and Color : with chapters on the Sun, 
Stars, Xebnlfl?, Comets, and Meteoric Showers. Abridged from the 
works of Schellcn, Boscoc, Iluggins, Lockyer, Youn^, and others, 
by the editor of Half-Hour Becreations in Popular Science." With 
2 Colored Plates and 20 illustrations. 1 voL 12mo. Cloth, $1.60. 

NORTH AMERICAN STLYA: or, A Description of the Forest 
Trees of the United States, Canaim, and Noya Scotia. Containing all 
the Trees discovered in the Bocky Mountains, in Oregon, down to the 
shores of the Pacific, and into the confines of California, as well as in 
rarious parts of the United States. Considered with respect to their 
use in the Arts and their introduction into Commerce. Bv F. Andrew 
MiGHAUX and Thomas Nuttall. Illusti-atcd with 227 beautifully 
colored Plates. 5 vols. Ilalf morocco, gilt edge. Price $75.00. 

STRUTT'S SYLVA BRITANNIC A AND SCOTICA ; or. Por- 
traits of Forest Trees distinguished for their Antiquity, Magnitude, or 
Beauty. Drawn from Nature and Etched by Jacob (iEOROB Stbutt. 
Imperial folio, comprising 50 very lai'gc and highly finished Etchings. 
Half bound, morocco, extra, gilt edges. $45.u6. 
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HISTORICAL BIOGRAPHY, &0. 

CAMPBELL'S LIVES OF THE CHIEF JUSTICES OF ENC;* 
LAND. Illustrmted with Views of Westminster Ilftll, and Portraits of 
the Justices. A new edition, printed on fine tinted paper, and bound 
in bevel boards. 

Cloth, lettered, 6 toIs^ 8to |p21 00 

Law sheep, •* 26 00 

Half calf, marbled edges, 6 toIs., 8to • • • . 86 00 
New edition, doth, 4 Tols., 12mo 8 00 

MEMORIES OF WESTMINSTER HALL. A Collection of Inter, 
esting Incidents, Anecdotes, and llistoriod Sketches, relating to West- 
minster Hall, its famous Judges and Lawyers, ana its Great Trials. 
With an Historical Introduction by Edwaxd Fobs, F. R.S., author of 
the IJves of the Jud^ of England," Ac. Handsomely Illustrated. 
Superbly printed on tinted P&per. and elegantly bound with beyelled 
boards, uniform with the vro edition of Campbell's Chief Jnsdcea. 
SyoIs. 8vo. Qotk $7.00. 

ADVENTURES OF AN ATTORNEY" in Search of Practice. By 
Sir Georob Stephhk. An amusing account of the mishaps, adren- 
tnres. and diiBcnlties experienced by a young attorney who made his 
way m the world. 1 yoI. Crown 8vo. Cloth, $2.23. 

CAMPBELL'S LIVES OF THE LORD CHANCELLORS and 
Keepc«^ of the Great Seal of England. From the Earliest Times till 
the Iteign of Victoria, including the Lives of Lords Lyndhui^t and 
Brougham. Laid paper. Fully Illustrated. Bound uniform with the 
Sto edition of the Lord Chief Justices. By the same author. 

Cloth, beyelled, 10 vols. $35 00 

Law sheep, « •< 45 QO 

Half calf, extra 60 00 

FAMOUS CASES OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE. With 
an Introduction on the Theory of Presumptive PixN>f. By S. M. Phii«- 
LIPS, author of PhiUips on Evidence." Second edition, revised and 
greatly enbirged. IvoL Svo. Cloth, $8.00. 

ERSKINE'S SPEECHES. The Speeches of Lord Enkine, while at 
the Bar. Reprinted from the 5-volume 8vo edition of 1810. With a 
Memoir and Notes. By Edwabd Walfcbd, M. A. 2 vols. 8vo. 
Portrait. Cloth, $7.50. 

MEMOIR OF THOMAS, FIRST LORD DENMAN, formerly 
Lord Chief Justice of England. By Sir Joseph Aknould, late 
Judge of the High Court of Bombay. Published uniform with 
Campbell's Lives of the Chief Justices, and making volumes five and 
iiz of the Series. 

2 volumes, 8vo, tinted paper, cloth, bevelled ... $7 00 

«« ' 44 ' .i'^ sheep 9 00 

•* «• half calf 12 00 



BVyr Sale at all tbe Soolcstoreis and I>epot8, and 
sient, postpaid, to any pax^ of tlie World, on receipt 
or Price, lay SSXICS ^ Li^XJi:UA.X, 30X Wasliin«» 
ton Street, Soeton* 
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MISCELLANEOUS 

ROBINSON CRUSOE, Life and Adventures of. With a Biographical 
Account of Db Fob. lUustratcd with 12 characteristic Engravings. 
Uniform with Pilgrim's Progress" and Swiss Family Bobinson.** 
IvoL Crown 8vo. Cloth, $1.50. 

SWISS FAHIIiY ROBINSON; or. Adventures on a Desert Ishind. 
Uniform with "Robinson Crusoe "and Pilgrim's Progress." With 
Illustrations. 1vol. Crown 8vo. doth, $1.60. 

PILGRIH'S PROGRESS. Large Type, with fine lUustrations by 
Dalziel Brothers. Uniform with " Swiss Family Bobinson," " Bobin 
son Crusoe," "Arabian Nights." IvoL Crown 8vo. aolh,$1.60. 

ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENT; or. The Thousand 
and One Nights. Uniform with "Pilgrim's Progress," "Bobinson 
Crusoe," " Swiss Family Bobinson." Ivol. Crown 8vo. Cloth, $150. 

THE AMERICAN STATE AND AMERICAN STATESMEN. 

By William Gilbs Dix. 1 vol. 12mo. Cloth, 
%* Consisting of Essays on the following subjects : Charles Sumner; 
Senators and States; The British Parliament; The American Congress; 
Christianity the Inspirer of Nations; Materialism the Curse of America; 
America a Christian Power; Abraham Lincoln; Origin of the Empire of 
North America; National Unity the Source of Authority ; National Sover- 
eignty; Are the United States a Nation ? 

CURRAN'S SPEECHES. The Speeches of John Philpot Cunan, 
while at the Bar. With a Portrait, Memoir, and Introductoiy Notes. 
Edited by J. A. L. WmrriBB, Esq. 1 ToL 8vo. Tinted paper. 
Cloth, $3.50. 

PASSAGES FROM THE LIFE OF CHARLES KNIGHT, 

Publisher, Author, and Leader in the Work of Popular Education; 
Editor of the "Penny Encyclopedia," "The Libraries of Useful and 
Entertaining Knowledge," and " The Popular Histoiy of England.* 
Bevised and slightly abridged from the English edition. Large 12mo. 
500 pp. Cloth extra, $2.60. 



I^or Sale at all tkkm Soolcstores and I>epota, and 
pent, postpaid, to any part of tl&e 'World, on receipt 
or Price, l>y ICSX^S Li^TJKLA.X, SOX Watfhinc* 
ton Street, JBoaton. 
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EsUs Lauriafs PMkaiums. — NcvOs. 
NOVELS. 

rHA€!&ERAT(W.H.) WORKS. TheKendngtooEditiMk Com- 
plete in Twdvo Tolomei. Oown 8 to. doth, fSUIO. 

1. Vuttr FUr. 

S. Tk6 Hiftonr orP6Bd6Uili» 
S. Tke NewcoBieft. 

4. EsMMd mad Barry LyadoB. 

5. Tke YirgiBiaiit. 

6. Tke AdTeatwres of PUlip. To which it prefixed a Skabbt Guf- 
. Stobt. 



7 Paris, Irisk, and Eastern Sketckes. 
Pan) Sketch Book. | Irish Sketch Book. | Ckmihill to Ouro. 

8. Hoffarty Diamoaid, Tellowplask Papers, aad Barlesqaes. 

A Legend of the Bhine. 
Bebeoca and Bowena. 
The Histoiy of the next French 



The Great Hogarty Diamond. 
YcUowplosh Papers. 
Novels oy Eminent Hands. 
Jeames's Diarr. 
Adventures ot M^jor Gahagan. 



Cox's Diaiy. [Bevolatiou. 
The Fatal Boots. 



9. Tke Book of Saoks, and Sketches of Life and Chsncter. 

The Book of Snobs. I Men's Wives. 

Sketches and Travels in London. I The Fitzboodle Papers. 
Character Sketches. | The Bedford Bow Conspiracy. 

A Little Dinner at Timmins's. 

10. Roaadaboat Papers aad Iiectares. 

Roundabout Papers. I The English Humorists of the 



The Four Georges. | Eighteenth Century. 

The Seoond Funeral of Napoleon. 

11. Catkeriae» Ac. 

Catherine. | Dennis DnvaL I The Wolves and the Lamb. 

Level, the Widower. | Ballads. j Critical Beviews. 

Little Travels. 

12. Christmas Books. 

Mrs. Perkira's BaU. I Our Street 

Pr. Birch. | The Eicklebuiys on the Bhine. 

The Bose and the Bing. 



B^or Sale at all tlie 'Bcx>kstore8 and I>epot8, and 
flwnt, postpaid, to any part of* tlie "World, on receipt 
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NEW EDITIONS. 



MORBIANDY PICTURESC^UE. By Hbnbt Blaokbubh. fllas- 
trateO. 

ARTISTS AND ARABS. By Hbnbt Blacxbubn. niustratej. 
WORDS OF WASHINGTON. By James Faston. 
FAMILIAR LETTERS FROM EUROPE. By C. a Feltoh. 

IIABIILTON'S (GAIL) WORKS. 16mo. 

Country Living and Country Thinking. 

Gala Days. 

Stumbling-Blocks. 

A New Atmosphere. 

Skirmishes and Sketches. 

Summer Rest. 

Wool-Gathering. 

Woman's Wrongs. 

Sermons to the Clergy. 

First LoFe is Best. 

THE FOLK-LORE OF ROME. CoUeoted by Word of Moafh from 
the People. By B. H. Busk, author of « Pstmfisas," « Sagas from the 
Far East/' Ac With Index. Irol. Crown 8to. $2.50. 

HEETING THE SUN. A Journey all Around the World, through 
^STP^ China, Japan, and California, including an account of the Mar- 
riage Ceremonies of the Emperor of China. By William Simpson, 
F. B. 6. S., Member of Soc. Bib. Archeology. With about 50 Hclio- 
types and Illustrations engraved on Wood, from Original Drawings by 
the author. Ivol. Svo. Cloth, $4.50. 



B^or Sale at all tlxe Sookstoresi and I>epot8, arid 
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EsUs &* Lamiatt PmbliaMms.'^ Smbscrifiiam Baeks. 

OmtUMMMO Oyte^Aii Am* Amw teM mW <» JWmm. 

mm mm ostobt of nuHci. 

Tbahblatbd bt BOBEBT BLACK. 
Ml only to SubtoHber$. Prioe^ 80 Otf • per Pmi. 
%* This grMt work is now offered to the Americmn pablic, mud the 
PubliflherSy UTiog spared no pains or expense in its reproduction, confi* 
dentljr believe that, as a specimen of book-making, it is unexcelled by any 
hook mode in America, By a special arrangement with the European 
publishers, we hare secured electrotypes of aU of the original woodeute, bj 
the celebrateLl artist, A. db NBuyiLi.B, thereby securing impressions of the 
Mme fuUy equal to the originals. These three hundred illustnitions are 
pronounced by some of the best Art judges in the country to bo the fuibbt 
WOODCUTS bybb pbikted IN Ambbiga. Besides the above we shall add 
to the work Fobtt MAGHincBHT Stbbl Libb ENOBATnias, by oelebrated 
artists. 

Peraons wanting a ffood and reliable Histoiy of France, need have no 
hesitation in snbwribing[ for this, as it is the only one of a popular nature, 
and by a etafulard AfXortan, to be had in the English language. The Pub- 
lishers offer it confidently believing that it wiU supply a fong-felt want. 
The world-wide reputation of GuizoT is a sufficient rcconmien&tion to the 
work, and a ^paranty of its being a thoroughly correct and an intensely 
interesting history. 

Experienced canvassers wanted for this mag^nificent work. Api^y 
to the Publishers. 

Fifty-five parts, paper. f27.50 

Six uurge royal octavo vols., cloth, extra. 33.00 

" ' fuU sheep (ttbraiy),marhlede(k^ 39.00 

" « halfcalf,gUt, extra. 45.00 

** - half morocco, extra. 46.00 

** full morocco, gilt, extra. • • • • 00.00 

«« M full tree calf, gilt, extra. .... 60UX) 



TESTIMONIALS. 

Boston, Nov. so, 187^ , 

GaNTLBMKif: M. Gaisot's History of France should be read by all who are not ia- 
diierent to hbtorical sttidiea. To a most interesting subfect he brings the ezpericnca 
of a statesman, the study of a professor, and the charm of an accomplished writer. I 
am shtd yoe are to plaoe this recent work within the reach of all American readers. 

Faithfully yours, CHARLJiS SUMNER. 

Everything from the pen of Guizot is remarkable for thorouehness of investigation 
and exact sutement. WENl^ELL PHILLIPS. 

The name of Guixot is a sufficient guaranty for the historical value of whatever h« 
writes. £. G. ROBINSON, Pres. Brown University. 

I should be glad to see Guisot's History of France in every school. 

JOHN D. PHILBRICK, Sup't Public Schools, Boston. 

The work supplies a want which has long been felt, and it ou^ht to be in the hands 
of all students ot history. We cannot doubt that it wiJ meet with the same favorable 
reception in England whii:h has already attended its publication in France. — London 

TlMBS. 



X^or Sale to Subeoribers only, and sent; postpaid 
to any pax*t of* tlie l^orld, on reoeipt of Prioe, 1>y 
KSXSS J.^tJKIikX, No. BOX WasMnctoxk Btroet 
Xlostoii* 
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M^R T I N'S 

POPULAR 

HISTORY OF FRANCE, 

From the Commencement of the French Bevolution of 1789 
to the Present Day, including 

THE CONSULATE AND THE EMPffiK 
LIFE AND CAMPAIGNS OF NAPOLEON, 
THE RESTORATION, 

REVOLUTIONS OP 1830 AND 18«. 
RISE AND FALL OF NAPOLEON IH . 
THE CRIMEAN AND FRANCO-PRUSSIAN WARS, 
AND THE ESTABLISHMENT OF THE PRESENT REPUBLIC. 

Thirty Parti, paper coyen #15 00 

Three yoU., cloth extra 16 50 

library sheep, marbled ed^s 19 TiO 

half calf, gilt extra, marbled edges . • • . 22 50 

•« « half morocco extra •* • . • . 22 50 

« full morocco, gilt extra 30 00 

•« « fuU tree calf " 80 00 

This work is published uniform with, and as a continuation of, *' Gni- 
iot*s Popular llistoxy of France," from the earliest times to 1780, and th« 
two wiU form the 

Only Complete Standard Sstory of Fraxice 

IN THB BNOLISH LANOUAGB. 

It wiQ be magnificently illustrated by 

A. DB NEUVILLE, BAI^IBEIIT, 
DE LA CUAELERIB, KENAUD, 
VIOLLAT, PIULIPPOTEAUX, 
BOSSEAU, FLAMTXG, STAAL, 

tnd others of the most ^jUstinguished European artists. 



I^or Sale to SuHcioribers only, and fient, postpaidf 
to any part of the World, on receipt of Price, l>y 
SSTSS laAJJlXlArr, lO'o. 301 Wasliincton Street 
■Ronton. 
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Smbserifitiom Beoks. 



SUBSCRIPTION BOOKS. 

auizoT's 

POPULAR 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

From the Earliest Times to the Reign of Victoria. 

BY GhXJIZOT, 

iLotlior of "A Histoiy of CiYilization," •< Popular History of Fraiioe.* 

&c. 

Xranblatbd bt F. mot THOMAS, . 
And magnificently Illustrated with Steel Plates and Woodcuts, by 



A. Db NEUVHiLE, ElilLE BATABD» LETENDECKEB, 

Sm JOHN 6ILBEBT» BIOU, WEBER, 

A. MARIE, STAAL, and Otubbs 

To be published uniform with the « Popular History of France." 

Thirty-six Parts, paper cover 1^8 00 

Four yoU., cloth extra, gilt side 22 00 

« «« ftill library sheep, marbled edges 26 00 

half calf, gilt extra, marbled edges . • . • 30 00 

*^ ** half morocco extra, marbled edges • • • • 30 00 

fiill moi-occo, gilt edges 40 00 

** fuU tree calf, gUt edges 40 00 



The publishers oifcr this work confidently believing that it will ao- 
quiix: the position attained by the Histoiy of France," by the same author, 
and lie acknowledged as 

The Standard History of England. 

The well-known eminence and impartiality of the great hi.storian, and the 
sumptuous style in which the work will be pixxluccd, will iuiiure it a wel- 
come by all lovers of good literatu^ s and arL 



IHor Sale to Subsoz*i'bex*8 only, and nent. ];K>c«tpald, 
to any part of the World, on receipt of* r»rice, by 
KSTKS Sc I^TJRIAT, No. 301 Wasliinston Street, 
Dofe^ton* 
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THE GLOBE ENCYCLOPiEDIA 

OF UNIVERSAL INFORMATION. 

EDITED BT 

JOHN M. ROSS, LL.D., 

Senior Matter of English Literature. Iligh School of Edinburgh ; Ibr^ 
flierly Assistant Editor of Chambers' Encycloptedia; " with a 
numerous and able Staff of Contributors. 



%* (1.) The Globe Encycloptedia will contain articles on a greater num 
ber and variety of subjects than any previous work of the same character. 

(2.) Though these aiiicles will, in general, be very condensed, every 
particular essential to a proper understanding of the subject will be given ; 
and where space is absolutely required, the new Encyclopsedia will be as 
complete in treatment as much larger works. 

(3.) In all the more important departments of knowledge, the Globe En- 
cycloptedia will not only furnish the results of the most exact and solid 
research, but it will also seek to carry out mora thoroughly than any of its 
predecessors the practice of refcmng to the best authorities on the subjects 
di%ussed or descinbed. 

(4.) The meaning of names of places, Ac., always interesting and often 
suggestive, will be given with a fulness, and, it is believed, with an accu- 
racy, not hitherto attempted. 

(5.) Special attention will be bestowed npon the language, literature, and 
hlstoiy of the English Nation, its Colonics and Dependencies. 

(6.) The most recent statistics regarding the population, aprriculture, 
commerce, and social conditiou of foraign countries, will be given, so that 
the Globe Encyclopaedia, as the latest work of the kind, will necessaiily 
prove of the most useful. 

(7.) The articles in the scientific departments—eg.. Medicine, Chem 
L<ttry, Natural History, and Botany— will be in accordance with the best 
and latest teaching on these subjects. 



Forty-eight Parts, 'paper covers $2t00 

Six voliuncs, quarto, cloth 30 00 

" " " full library, sheep 36 00 

•* ** " half morocco, extra 42 00 

« " «« calf 42 00 



IPcvr Sale to Sub«oribers only, and Rent. poRtpaidt 
to any part of thie World, on receipt of r*rioe, by 
KSTKS dc Jui^.TJJRIAX, No. 301 Waaliingtct Rireet, 
Boston. 
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The PICTURESQUE WORLD; 



UniorpMsed in Interest and Beanly of Tllustration by tnj Work ever 
offered to the American public It will be proftuelj niiutrated 
witli more than 



AVD OTXE EIGHT HUNDBED or thb FINEST SPECIMENS OF 
WOOD ENGRAVING 



Which have erer been produced in anj country. These Dlnstrations are 
fiK»m designs and paintings by the yeiy best European and Amehcaa ardstip 
among whom may be mentioned the following : — 



It will be prepared under the editorship of 

LEO DE COLANGE, LL.D., 
Editor Zell'9 Popular Encyclopaedia and Dictionary, &.c. The work wQI 
be published in forty to forty-eight serial parts, at 50 cts. each. 



ir»or Sale to SuTisoribers only, and sent; x>ostpaicl 
to any part of* tlio "World, on receipt of Price, by 
XCSXICS &c X/ATIRIAO?, ^o. 301 Wusliinston Street* 
Boston. 



Or« Scenes in Many Lands* 



One Hundred Steel 




GUSTAVE DORE, SIE CHAS. EASTLAKE, R. A., 

ALPH. DB NEUVUXE, W. H. BARTLETT, 

LEOPOLD FLAMING, J. STABK, B. A., 

GIACOMELLI, KAULBACH, 

ANASTASI, WEBEB, . 

FRANCAIS, WEBKEB, 

DAUBIGNY, HEETEL, 

POULQUIEE, GERMANN BOHN, 

LANCELOT, J. M. HART, 

DE LA CHARLEVIE, GRANVILLE PERKINS, 

BROCKEDON, J. D. WOODWARD, 

BATTY, THOMAS MORAN, 

STRUTT, GEORGE L. BROWN, 



And others of equal merit and distinction. 
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iiiiil Hamilton's Essays and Sketclies. 

▲ iV«w XUUUou, reduced to $1.50 per volume. 



Coimtry Livins and Country Thinking. 

ICmo. 

Gala-Da78. iGmo. 

Stumbling-Blocks. i6mo. 

A New Atmosphere. i6mo. 

Skirmishes and Sketches. lOmo. 



Summer Best. iCmo. 

Wool-Qathering. I6mp. 

Woman's WriBxigS. ^ Counter- Imtant. 
]6mo. 

Sermons to the Clergy. i6mo. 
First Love is Best. i<»mo. 



" These books are full of ideas, many of which are bold, hai-dy, and contradictoiy of 
common notions; and this hardiness of thought finds expression in emphatic la uofuape. 
This is one of the causes of Gail Hamilton's popularity. She gives utterance to what is 
felt by myriads, but which myriads lack either the capacity or courage to speak what 
they thiuk. She is one of those thinkers and writers who arc helping to push and pull 
the world onward, and not even the most determined of obstructionists can deny that it 
does move rapidly under the impul-«ion imparted by sucii workers. But all the contents 
of these volumes do not relate to the highest oixler of subjects ; some of the papers are 
devoted to masters of cvery-day life, and are, perhaps, the most attractive of the number. 
They are animated by the most humane spirit, showing that the writer's heart is as kind 
as her head is sound. — Boston Traveller, 

** She labors to redress wrongs and remove evils. Her quick blows fall on all sides, and 
happy is conservatism if it escapes rough treatment. For fossil ideas and fossilized struc- 
tures she has no mercy. Her teachings do not tend to the unscxing of woman, but" rather 
to a development of woman's nature in the direction of independence and freedom from 
forms. The essence of purity and true womanliness is as dear to her as to the tniest of her 
sex." — Xew York Commercial Advertiser. 

" There is no need to puff Gail Hamilton's books. She is one of the most pungent, 
rac}' wi'iters of these times; sharp, witty, keenly satirical, seeing clearly the comic and 
the serious sides of life, and able to describe them graphically." — 'Green'Mountdin 
Freeman, 

" As a writer upon Nature iii her visible manifestations and associations, and of those, 
living creatures which inhabit and vivify all her places, her open pastures and her secret 
dells, Gail Hamilton is especially charniiug." — American Art Journal, 

" Gail Hamilton's humor, like beauty, is its own excuse for being." — Detroit Post, 

" The man who can be indifferent to Gail Hamilton's brightness, must be. dull indeed." 
Ebnira Advertiser, 



WHAT THINK YE OF CHRIST? 

1 -rol. Square IGmo. Cloth. $1.00. 



^nt, postpaid, on receipt of Frice, "by ESTES Sl LAURIAT, 
301 Wasliiiiietoii Street, Bog^toi^.^^^QQ^^^ 
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'choice fictio 

Its. G. y. II 



^ My Bonnie Lassi 

An entirely neir and farming story by Mrs. C. V. Hahilton, author of "Woven of Many 
Threads,*' " Rupi:s of S^nd,'* "Crown from the Spear," &c 

1 frro. €iotb, Paper, SO eto. 

Woven of Many Threads. 

By C V. Hamilton, author of " Ropes of S.ind,** "Crown from the Sp^,** &c 
1 Tol. 8vo. Cloth, $1.-^5; Paper, 50 cts. 

"As at present advised, we may venture to say that tliis ' first novel of the sea'^^on,' 
from tlie pen of an American lady,' will meet with acccpt^iucc from the readers of fiction. 
The style is free and f^lowiuj^, and tJie author, locatino: her stoiT in Iti^, finds <^qpoitiiiiitica 
to show familiarity with the land of song nnd art, of which m& makes iacideatid use to 
heighten the interest of the talc." — Boston 'J ran script, 

" The execution and strte are good, occasionally ndng to ^ tmemlAamB of VictiM' 
Hugo's best passages.*' — f%e Affe, Philadelj>hia. 

" In style, sentiment, and trcatiiuiiit, this book is a success, and the reading pwbllc 
will find it an agreeable and instructive companion." — .V. F. Commercial Adverttftcr. 

" The entii-e tieatment has a sti-cngth superior to most novels of the day." — iV. F, 
Sunday Times. 



Ropes of Sand. 



By C. V. Hakii:ton, author of " W oven of M.'.ny Threads," Crown firoro the I^WttV** tcc 
1 vol. Svo. Clotn, $l.r^5, Paper, 75 cts. 

"A work woven as well as tliis in plot, character, general finish, and ^CfiCtltion, 
deserves to have its writer pn licly heraldeil upon the title-page." — Titn^, 

Crown from the SpeaVa 

By C, V. Hamilton, author of " Woven of Many Threads," *' Ropes of Sand," &c, 
1 vol. Hvo. Cloth, S1.35; Paper, 75 cts. 

It is a story of French domestic life and character, fuU^of interest, and written^in 
rhc moral of the story * ' ' *" * * 

sullering." — Heraltl. 
Coming from the pen of the author of * 
of a warm welcome. In some respects it is 
iug a more compact and aitistic {(^^jgg^ 



attractive aU'le 
long struggle and 



is that tiie crowB aHm^f^Jnm may be won after 

' Woven of Many Threads,* this stoiy is sure 
improvement upon its predecessor, hav- 

' nnifrrflii intfunirny -p^h- itiquirer. 
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